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"...  THAT’S  FOR  REMEMBRANCE” 

June  has  returned  once  more  and  with  it  comes  graduation  night. 
We,  the  senior  class,  look  back  over  those  four  years  that  as  freshmen 
seemed  interminable  to  us  but,  in  retrospect,  have  telescoped  amazingly. 
And,  as  is  common  in  remembrance,  only  the  happiness  and  fun  of  those 
years  remain  with  us.  The  tears  have  been  magically  erased,  and  we 
laugh  at  scrapes  that  once  seemed  horrifying  but  now,  with  senior  as¬ 
surance,  can  be  recalled  with  amusement.  We  forget  the  failures,  the 
troubles,  the  admonitions,  the  hours  spent  after  school.  And,  with  the 
passing  of  time,  will  pass  these  remembrances  of  our  troubles  until, 
when  we  are  grandparents  seeing  our  youth  only  through  the  golden 
dust  of  the  fallen  years,  we  shall  long  for  the  carefree  times  and  joy  that 
seemed  to  fill  each  day. 

But,  far  more  important  than  these  rich  and  satisfying  memories  are 
the  lessons  we  have  learned  under  the  guidance  of  our  teachers.  Hard 
lessons,  many  of  them,  but  life  is  hard. 

For  encouraging  us  in  our  dreams,  for  counseling  us,  for  aiding  us  in 
our  projects,  for  bearing  with  us  when  we  seemed  hopeless,  and  for 
never  despairing  that  someday  we  would  become  more  mature  and  wise, 
what  more  can  we  give  but  a  grateful  “thank  you  and  God  be  with  you” 
to  all  who  have  instructed  us. 

Soon  our  high  school  days  will  become  a  memory,  a  faded  reminis¬ 
cence  of  russet  autumn  days  and  the  acrid  odor  of  the  chemistry  room, 
of  the  slamming  of  locker  doors  and  the  Christmas  tree  in  the  cafeteria, 
of  that  wonderful,  carefree,  poignant  time  we  shall  never  see  again.-  -  - 
“There’s  rosemary;  that’s  for  remembrance.” 

Claire  Oskar, ’58 


SPRING 

What  a  cold,  unfeeling,  incomplete  thing  a  dictionary  can  be! 
Imagine  this!  Spring,  the  most  wonderful  and  glorious  of  all  sea- 
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sons,  is  defined  in  my  dictionary  as  “that  time  of  year  during  which 
plants  begin  to  vegetate  and  grow”. 

Haven’t  you  left  something  out,  Mr.  Webster? 

Spring  is  a  quiet,  sleepy  study  room  where  boys  and  girls  are  hardly 
able  to  keep  their  minds  on  their  English  as  the  sweet-smelling  air  comes 
pouring  through  the  windows. 

Spring  is  a  small,  thin,  cold  ridge  of  snow  under  the  hedge,  trying  to 
hide  from  the  warming  sun.  It  is  also  the  daffodil  in  bloom,  and  the 
green  grass  peeking  through  the  soggy  ground. 

Spring  is  a  girl  in  the  city,  with  her  hair  done  up  in  a  bandana  to 
protect  it  against  the  dust,  helping  her  mother  with  spring  cleaning 
chores ....  and  it  is  the  sound  of  music  carried  from  a  radio  a  block 
away. 

Spring  is  an  after-school  baseball  game  where  the  outfield  is  wet, 
where  the  frost  has  come  up  out  of  the  ground  and  it’s  muddy  at 
home  plate  and  the  soggy  ball  seems  to  weigh  ten  pounds  and  goes 
“Thunk”  instead  of  “Crack”  when  it’s  hit  with  the  bat. 

Spring  is  the  skirt  and  sweater  season  which  disposes  of  heavy  coats. 

Spring  is  the  boys  just  sitting  and  talking  outside  of  their  houses 
after  supper. 

Spring  is  the  time  when  a  boy  who  has  been  watching  her  all  year 
long,  waiting  and  waiting,  finally  says,  “Can  I  carry  your  books  home 
for  you,  Justine?” 

That’s  what  spring  is,  Mr.  Webster.  Joyce  Lee, ’61 

THE  GREATEST  EXPLOSION  IN  HISTORY 

Mention  the  word  Krakatau  to  the  average  American  today  and  ex¬ 
pect  a  blank  look  in  response.  Few  people  have  ever  heard  of  that  is¬ 
land,  for  Krakatau  is  exactly  that:  an  island.  It  lies  in  Sunda  Strait 
between  the  two  much  larger  islands,  Sumatra  and  Java. 

On  a  map  Krakatau  is  just  a  tiny  speck.  No  wonder  it  is  not  fam¬ 
ous.  Why  should  it  be? 

Why?  Well,  simply  for  the  reason  that  on  that  island  seventy-three 
years  ago  occurred  the  greatest  explosion  in  the  history  of  recorded 
time.  This  blast  put  to  shame  all  of  the  nuclear  explosions  of  today, 
including  all  A-bombs  and  H-bombs  and  even  the  reputedly  horrible- 
bey  ond-belief  C- (cobalt)  bombs. 

In  1883  most  South  Sea  sailors  knew  that  between  Java  and  Suma¬ 
tra  lay  a  medium-sized  volcanic  isle  named  Krakatau.  There  was 
nothing  very  special  about  it.  It  smoked  and  rumbled  occasionally  like 
all  mountains  of  fire  do.  It  was  a  volcano  that  started  under  the  water 
and  built  itself  up  gradually,  producing  an  island  bearing  the  same  name 
as  the  mountain.  All  this  happened  long,  long  ago.  Java  was  over¬ 
stocked  with  volcanos,  as  was  the  entire  area.  Krakatau  was  just  an¬ 
other  one  .  .  until  July  13. 

On  July  13,  1883,  great  booms  and  roars  were  heard.  These  sounds 
had  been  present  for  a  number  of  days  beforehand.  But,  on  July  13, 
they  were  louder  than  ever  before.  The  noise  was  traced  to  . .  Krakatau. 
The  time  had  come  for  Krakatau  to  be  just  another  fire  mountain.  The 
day  fate  had  set  was  at  hand.  That  day  was  the  one  when  Krakatau 
would  set  itself  apart  from  all  others  of  its  kind. 

The  explosions  intensified.  A  big,  black  cloud  of  smoke,  ash,  gases, 
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cinders,  etc.,  was  pouring  out  of  Krakatau’s  main  crater.  The  familiar 
cloud  and  the  bright  flashes  of  lightning  were  poised  about  the  hot 
mouth  of  the  mountain.  The  stage  was  set. 

Then  it  came.  A  noise,  a  blast,  an  explosion  very  great,  very  beau¬ 
tiful,  very  horrible,  very  powerful,  shattered  the  calm  Pacific.  The 
volcano  blew  up.  The  blast  exceeded  any  before  it  or  after  it  to  this 
very  day  and,  I  dare  venture,  for  many  a  day  (or  year)  to  come.  It  was 
heard  over  two  thousand  miles  away.  An  army  camp  in  Panama  mobi¬ 
lized,  thinking  that  an  enemy  was  bombarding  them.  (Check  the 
distance  between  Sunda  Strait  and  Panama  on  a  map.)  The  volcano 
blew  itself  up,  pulverized  itself.  The  earth  had  spewed  out  its  innards. 
Rocks,  dust,  ashes,  cinders,  water,  and  a  hundred  other  objects  were 
sent  miles  (not  an  exaggeration)  into  the  atmosphere.  Nature  had 
shown  man  that  she  was  (and  still  is)  the  boss.  Oh,  but  this  was  not  the 
end.  Stay  around  for  Act  II. 

Fortunately  few,  if  any,  people  were  killed  by  the  actual  blast.  But 
as  one  can  guess,  such  an  event  must  have  an  aftermath. 

The  explosion  had  torn  asunder  the  volcano  and  a  large  portion  of 
the  island  itself;  whereupon,  the  island  sank  beneath  the  sea.  The 
waters  rushed  in  and  created  ....  a  tidal  wave.  This  was  it.  What 
the  blast  did  not  accomplish,  the  wave  certainly  made  up  for.  This 
terrible  wall  of  water,  fifteen  to  twenty  feet  high,  crossed  the  Pacific 
Ocean  in  every  direction,  killing  over  300,000  people  and  creating  mill¬ 
ions  of  dollars  of  damage. 

The  third  aftermath,  if  you  count  the  blast  as  the  first,  was  the  most 
pleasant  and  the  most  looked  at.  Recall  how  the  explosion  sent  billions 
of  tons  of  pulverized  matter  high  into  the  atmosphere.  Naturally  this 
didn’t  settle  down  in  a  day  or  a  month  or  a  year.  In  fact,  I’ll  wager 
that  at  least  one  million  tons  of  dust  in  the  air  today  originated  from 
this  volcano  seventy-three  years  ago. 

Back  to  aftermath  three.  The  dust  in  the  air,  of  course,  reflected, 
diffused,  and  colored  the  sunlight,  especially  at  sunset,  causing  (and  you 
might  know  this)  the  famous  “Red  Sunsets”  of  the  ’80’s,  which  were 
seen  around  the  world. 

Today  there  is  still  a  bit  of  an  island  left;  sometimes  smoke, gas,  and 
bubbles  rise  from  the  sea,  proving  that  the  innards  of  Krakatau  still 
exist,  probably  building  themselves  up  again  to  emulate  their  perform¬ 
ance  of  1883.  Kenneth  Melvin, ’59 


Cure  for  Spring  Fever 

Every  springtime,  along  in  the  middle  of  April  or  the  first  of  May, 
every  dyed-in-the-wool  fisherman  just  naturally  has  a  bad  case  of  spring 
fever;  not  the  ordinary  spring  fever,  but  an  irresistible  desire  to  get  out 
the  old  rod  and  go  fishing.  One  cannot  resist  this  urge;  and  any  attempt 
to  do  so  results  in  sleepless  nights  and  sleepy  days  until,  at  last ,  the  poor 
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fisherman,  driven  to  despair  and  haunted  by  the  grim  ghost  of  Isaac 
Walton,  is  forced  to  dig  up  a  mess  of  worms  and  try  his  luck  in  the  lazy 
stream  that  runs  down  by  the  old  mill. 

So  it  happened  to  me,  as  it  happens  every  year.  The  grass  was 
sprouting,  the  birds  were  singing  in  the  budding  trees,  and  the  toads 
were  calling  from  the  green  meadows.  I  tried  to  study,  but  it  was  use¬ 
less;  forms  of  huge  pink-sided  trout  flitted  across  my  mind,  and  the 
teachers  began  to  wonder  if  I  were  doing  any  work  at  all.  I  just  had  to 
dig  up  some  worms  and  go  fishing. 

It  was  a  cold,  damp  day,  but  my  spirits  were  far  from  damp  as  I 
approached  my  favorite  pond,  which  lay  nestled  among  the  alders  and 
willows  of  the  green  meadow.  It  was  a  real  spot  of  beauty,  even  on  such 
a  dull  day.  Fresh  young  shoots  of  green  grass  were  springing  up  every¬ 
where,  the  willows  were  bursting  into  leafy  beauty,  and  the  soft,  gray 
clouds  hung  like  a  long,  low  roof  over  the  quiet  valley,  closing  it  in  from 
the  peering  eyes  of  the  world.  I  had  visions  of  fat  trout  awaiting  my 
bait  in  the  watery  folds  of  the  deep  pools,  visions  of  returning  home  with 
a  full  creel;  but,  after  splashing  about  in  the  high,  muddy  water  for  a  few 
hours,  my  mind  came  back  to  reality.  I  hadn’t  had  a  bite,  but  still 
there  was  hope. 

After  wading  quietly  out  to  a  favorite  pool,  I  baited  my  hook  with 
the  old  standby,  a  garden  hackle,  and  made  my  cast.  Slowly  I  drew  in 
the  line,  a  few  inches  at  a  time,  and  made  another  cast  out  into  the  slug¬ 
gish  current.  With  a  splash  and  a  savage  rush,  a  fine  fat  brookie  seized 
the  bait,  and  in  a  frenzied  spirit  started  for  a  submerged  stump.  Fran¬ 
tically  I  tried  to  check  him  by  bringing  more  and  more  pressure  on  the 
flimsy  rod.  Snap!  my  rod  was  broken.  Thinking  quickly,  I  grabbed  the 
line  below  the  broken  tip  and  started  for  shore  in  a  mad  dash,  dragging 
behind  me  my  flapping  trout.  Misfortune  again;  my  foot  struck  an 
unseen  log  and  I  felt  myself  falling. 

Taking  one  last  desperate  chance,  I  gave  the  line  and  fish  one  mighty 
heave  toward  shore  and  landed  myself  in  the  icy  pond.  Dripping  with 
water  and  covered  with  mud,  I  stumbled  ashore  and  began  the  search 
for  my  fish.  There  he  was,  flopping  about  in  the  branches  of  a  small 
willow,  with  the  hook  still  fast  in  his  mouth  and  the  line  wrapped  about 
his  silvery  sides.  In  an  instant  my  beauty  was  in  the  folds  of  my  nets, 
his  speckled  body  still  resisting  capture.  But  it  was  too  late  now. 

Carefully  I  stored  this  prize  in  my  creel  and,  picking  up  my  broken 
rod,  started  for  home,  cured  of  my  spring  fever  for  another  year. 

Clark  Lewis, ’59 
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Fish  on  Friday 

“One  pound  of  boned  haddock,  please.” 

A  great  ham  of  a  hand  reached  in  and  grasped  a  limp,  white  slab  of 
fish.  I  stood  before  the  slanting  glass,  filled  with  wonder  at  the  rough, 
scaly  bodies  of  fish  staring  accusingly  with  round,  glazed  eyes,  flecks  of 
their  blood  speckling  the  white  enamel  trays.  To  one  side  were  small 
waxed  cartons  of  creamy  scallops,  set  in  a  bed  of  crushed  ice,  bordering 
slices  of  pink  salmon  ringed  with  black  rind.  The  tabby  cat  wound 
around  my  legs,  picking  her  way  daintily  over  my  feet.  Her  fur  was 
warm  and  silky,  and  I  felt  the  vibration  of  her  purr  as  she  leaned  against 
me. 

I  looked  down  at  the  plank  floor,  scrubbed  white  under  the  stale  saw- 
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dust,  drew  a  circle  with  my  toe,  then  carefully  covered  it  over.  The 
feet  of  customers  had  made  great  swirling  patterns  in  the  sawdust,  and 
I  stared  hard,  as  one  looks  at  clouds-seeing  ogres,  dragons,  and  wooly 
sheep.  Crimson  bottles  of  ketchup  lined  the  white  shelf,  next  to  jars  of 
speckled  yellow  horseradish  and  long  boxes  of  oyster  crackers.  On  each 
box  was  the  imprint  of  an  old  man  in  a  red  jersey,  a  blue  cap  pulled  low 
over  his  eyes  and  a  fishing  net  spread  across  his  baggy  trousers. 

Through  an  archway  and  down  two  steps  wafted  the  warm,  satisfy¬ 
ing  smell  of  french  fries.  I  squeezed  my  eyes  shut  and  drew  a  long  ec¬ 
static  breath.  A  line  of  people  waited  before  the  counter  while  a  harass¬ 
ed  woman,  strings  of  black  hair  escaping  from  beneath  a  white  net, 
pulled  wire  baskets  of  golden  fried  clams  from  the  sizzling  fat.  Another 
woman  filled  boxes  and  wrapped  them  in  two  brown  paper  bags,  which 
the  grease  soaked  through  in  dark,  glistening  rings.  The  people  held  the 
bundles  against  them,  the  warmth  seeping  through,  and  sniffed  the 
fragrant  steam  spiralling  from  the  top. 

“It’s  just  a  bit  more  than  a  pound/’ 

I  watched  the  numbers  on  the  scale  jerk  back  and  forth  and  finally 
settle  slowly.  The  clerk  whipped  a  length  of  paper  from  the  roller,  fold¬ 
ed  it  deftly  around  the  fish,  and  wound  the  string  around  quickly,  finish¬ 
ing  with  a  neat  knot.  He  leaned  across  the  case  and  peered  at  me,  as  I 
stretched  up  and  dropped  a  warm,  damp  fifty  cent  piece  into  his  palm. 
He  handed  down  the  cold,  floppy  package,  and  I  scuffed  through  the 
sawdust  to  the  door.  Claire  Oskar, ’58 

-0- 


I  Don’t  Know 

I  was  alone  on  Christmas  eve,  sitting  in  my  huge  arm  chair,  reading 
the  last  chapter  of  a  classic.  I  glanced  up  from  the  page  to  gaze  at  the 
furiously  roaring  orange  flame  in  the  fireplace.  I  leaned  down  and  tend¬ 
erly  stroked  the  head  of  my  aged  calico  cat,  which  was  lying  at  my  feet. 
The  peaceful  puss  purred  deeply  as  my  hand  caressed  her  silky,  smooth 
coat. 

I  stretched,  pulled  my  feet  up  under  me,  and  resumed  my  reading. 

I  concluded  my  book  just  as  the  church  bells  tolled  the  midnight 
hour.  I  strolled  to  the  window  and,  holding  aside  the  rich  red  velvet 
drape,  beheld  the  earth’s  cloak  of  newly  fallen  snow. 

“He  loves  even  us,”  murmured  a  low  and  gentle  voice. 

“Huh?”  I  exlaimed  astounded,  as  I  whirled  around. 

Seeing  no  one  in  the  room,  I  began  to  doubt  my  ears.  I  dazedly  ap¬ 
proached  the  friendly  feline  to  seek  comfort  in  her  assuring  purr,  but 
found  her  lying  asleep  on  the  thick  braided  rug,  the  mellow  light  from 
the  fire  glowing  softly  on  her  contented,  relaxed  features. 

I’ve  often  heard  the  legends  that  are  told  about  animals  talking  like 
human  beings  at  midnight  on  Christmas  eve,  but,  of  course,  they  are 
only  imaginary.  But  if  Calico  didn’t  utter  those  words,  who  did? 

Ruth  Curtis, ’61 


A  Thing  of  Beauty 

Our  south  windows,  here  on  Shattuck’s  Hill,  look  out  upon  a  pleas¬ 
ant,  gently  sloping  meadow.  It  is  a  very  small  meadow,  as  meadows  go, 
but  it  is  filled  with  ever-changing  beauty  throughout  the  four  seasons 
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of  the  year.  Venerable  elms  and  maples  stand  alongside  the  ancient 
stone  wall  that  rambles  along  the  border  of  our  meadow. 

It  was  late  November  when  we  moved  to  Shattuck’s  Hill,  and  the 
meadow  grasses  were  dark  and  barren,  with  the  touch  of  winter  already 
upon  the  land.  Our  meadow  was  not  a  place  of  particular  beauty  until 
a  few  weeks  later,  when  the  first  snow  arrived. 

One  morning  I  awoke  to  find  a  world  that  had  undergone  a  myster¬ 
ious  transformation  during  the  night.  The  early  sunlight  sparkled  on 
the  freshly  fallen  snow,  and  this  piece  of  drab  meadow  had  become  a 
picture  of  unspoiled  loveliness.  I  thought  I  should  never  see  the  mead¬ 
ow  of  Shattuck’s  Hill  more  beautiful  than  it  was  on  that  cold  December 
morning. 

But  that  was  before  I  had  seen  spring  come  slowly,  but  surely,  to 
this  same  land!  I  was  unaware  of  what  was  taking  place  until  the  first 
soft  greens  came  to  every  living  plant.  Even  the  gray  stones  of  the  old 
stone  wall  seemed  to  lose  their  winter  coldness  in  this  season  of  returning 
life.  The  meadow  lost  its  brown  and  withered  look  and  quickly  took  on 
a  new  green.  Again  I  thought  that  I  should  never  see  the  meadow  more 
beautiful  that  it  had  now  become. 

Having  seen  the  endless  procession  of  the  seasons  come  and  go  here 
on  Shattuck’s  Hill,  I  cannot  be  certain  which  I  prefer.  I  have  seen  our 
small  meadow  shimmering  in  the  quiet  heat  of  summer,  and  filled  with 
shadows  in  the  evening  hours.  I  have  seen  it  gray  in  the  driving  rains 
of  autumn,  and  yellow  in  the  September  moonlight. 

On  October  nights  it  is  filled  to  overflowing  with  the  nearness  of  the 
countless  stars  that  spread  across  its  dark  roof.  In  May  it  resounds 
with  the  morning  and  evening  songs  of  the  birds  in  its  tree-lined  borders. 
In  August  the  chant  of  crickets  fills  this  same  meadow  with  the  music  of 
the  night.  I  have  smelled  the  wet  fragrance  of  the  earth  and  the  sweet¬ 
ness  of  the  hay  lying  in  long  rows. 

How  can  I  choose  a  favorite  scene  from  such  lavish  displays  of 
nature’s  splendor?  I  cannot  possibly  know  which  is  the  most  beautiful. 
Each  month  of  the  year  adds  its  own  peculiar  charm  to  this  small  mea¬ 
dow  which  reflects  the  moods  of  the  passing  seasons. 

This  I  do  know.  A  meadow  is  a  thing  of  beauty  for  all  to  enjoy. 

Linda  Dunn, ’59 

A  HOUSE  TO  HAUNT 

“Father,  are  you  busy?”  Mother  Ghost  called  from  the  cobwebbed 
kitchen  where  she  was  bustling  around  fixing  dinner. 

Father  Ghost  stirred  in  his  easy  chair.  “Just  reading  the  paper,” 
he  answered. 

“Did  you  look  up  the  houses  to  haunt?”  mother  asked.  “We  simply 
must  look  for  another  place.” 

Father  queried  anxiously,  “Have  those  people  been  back  again?” 

“Indeed  they  have!”  Mother  moaned.  “Sweeping  and  cleaning  for 
all  they’re  worth!  The  man’s  a  regular  Mr.  Fix-It.  The  shutters  don’t 
bang  and  the  stairs  don’t  squeak  anymore.  The  place  is  hardly  fit  to 
live  in  new.” 

The  littlest  Ghost  suddenly  appeared  on  the  arm  of  his  father’s 
chair.  “They’re  moving  in  next  week.  I  heard  them  say  so,”  he 
squeaked. 

Father  Ghost  turned  to  the  rental  section  in  the  paper.  “I’ll  copy 
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a  couple  of  these  addresses/’  he  said.  “We’ll  go  house  hunting  after 
dinner.” 

The  little  Ghost,  Junior,  as  he  was  often  called,  could  hardly  wait. 

He  was  so  excited  that  he  kept  hopping  up  and  flying  around  the  table 
between  bites. 

After  dinner  the  Ghosts  put  on  their  warmest  sheets  and  set  out. 
Father  Ghost  looked  at  the  first  address.  “7777  Gruesome  Lane,”  he 
announced.  “Old  three  story  house  in  fine  rundown  condition.  De¬ 
serted  neighborhood,  overgrown  yard.  Open  from  midnight  to  dawn.” 
The  three  swooped  down  onto  the  rickety  front  porch. 

“Homey  sort  of  place,”  Mother  remarked.  “We  could  be  very 
happy  here.” 

Junior  danced  with  excitement  on  the  mantel.  “Can  we  haunt  it?” 
he  cried. 

Just  then  Mother  Ghost  pointed  to  a  little  sign  on  the  wall.  “What 
does  it  say?”  asked  Father. 

“I  don’t  know.  I  forgot  my  dictionary.” 

The  little  Ghost  read  the  sign  and  began  to  cry.  It  said,  “No  child¬ 
ren  or  pets  allowed.” 

“Never  mind,”  Mother  comforted.  “There’ll  be  another  place  we’ll 
like  just  as  well.” 

They  flew  out  the  front  door  into  the  night.  “No.  7  Tin  Can  Alley,” 
Father  directed.  “Down  by  the  old  pickle  factory.” 

It  was  a  painted  house  with  vines  growing  over  it.  Father  Ghost 
shook  his  head  and  said,  “Too  well  kept,  I’m  afraid.” 

Mother  Ghost  peeped  into  the  kitchen,  “Too  cheerful  looking.  Yel¬ 
low  paint  everywhere,”  she  complained. 

Father  Ghost  said,  “It  just  won’t  do.” 

As  they  floated  along,  the  little  Ghost  cried  out,  “Look  down  there,” 
and  he  pointed  to  a  sign  far  below.  It  said  “For  rent.” 

“Let’s  look  at  that  one,”  he  pleaded. 

Mother  Ghost  circled  in  horror.  “It  doesn’t  have  an  attic,”  she 
complained,  “and  it’s  painted.” 

Father  Ghost  frowned  at  it.  Row  upon  row  of  little  houses  were  all 
around  it. 

“The  windows  are  so  clean  you  can  see  right  through  them!” 
Mother  Ghost  shuddered.  “No  privacy  at  all.” 

Inside,  the  living  room  was  cozy  and  small.  Father  lay  down  on  the 
sofa.  “Not  bad.  The  springs  don’t  squeak,  of  course,  but  still,  not 
bad.”  In  the  growing  light  Junior  could  see  the  sleeping  faces  of  a  little 
boy  and  girl.  “I’d  have  someone  to  play  with,”  he  cried. 

His  parents  glided  up  behind  him  and  said,  “We’ve  decided  to  haunt 
this  place  after  all.  Your  father  tried  moaning  up  the  chimney.  He 
says  it  has  a  very  good  echo.” 

“The  third  basement  step  squeaks,”  Father  beamed,  “and  we  can 
loosen  the  shutters  so  they  will  bang.” 

“The  sun  is  almost  up,  Junior,  and  it’s  way  past  your  bedtime,” 
Mother  said. 

As  they  flew  past  the  house  next  door,  the  little  Ghost  looked  at  his 
future  playmates  and  said,  “I’ll  teach  you  how  to  disappear  and  how  to 
fly  through  closed  doors.  We’ll  have  such  fun  together!” 

James  Whittaker, ’61 
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Autumn  Afternoon 

The  late  afternoon  sun  slants  through  the  blinds  and  across  the 
maple  rocker,  changing  its  gleaming  auburn  to  amber.  Through  the 
sheer  white  organdy  veiling  the  window,  I  can  see  the  russet  autumn 
maple.  Deep  in  the  shadow  it  is  almost  black,  but  the  sun  gilds  the 
trembling  outside  leaves,  while,  in  the  wind,  the  gold  flickers  against 
the  black.  In  the  corner  of  the  window  there  is  a  triangular  patch  of 
blue  sky,  broken  by  the  topmost  spires  of  the  tree. 

The  monotonous  humming  of  a  lawnmower,  backed  by  a  constant 
sputtering,  becomes  louder,  fades  out,  then  returns  once  more.  There 
are  voices,  clear  in  the  autumn  haze -a  man  and  a  woman  talking,  burst¬ 
ing  into  laughter  which  gradually  melts  away;  children,  exuberant  at 
their  play.  Next  door  I  can  hear  the  rasping  twang  of  the  rake  as  it 
piles  up  the  brittle  leaves.  A  car  speeds  by,  crunching  the  sand  and 
gravel  under  its  wheels.  The  volume  of  the  lawnmower  increases,  dies 
down,  sputters,  and  dissolves  completely. 

Suddenly  it  is  very  quiet,  and  I  can  hear  the  rustle  of  the  moving 
tree  and  the  faraway  drone  from  the  highway.  The  sun  fades  behind  a 
cloud,  and  the  leaves  of  the  maple  no  longer  dance  with  gold.  My  rock¬ 
ing  chair  changes  from  amber  to  brown,  and  the  leaves  slip  silently 
down.  Claire  Oskar, ’58 

Samantha’s  Story 

“We’ll  stop  by  for  you  in  the  morning,  Sammy,  so  be  ready.’’ 

“Okay,  so  long!’’  Samantha  waved  to  the  girls  and  then  ran  up  the 
walk  of  her  new  home. 

Mom,  washing  salad  greens  for  dinner,  smiled  at  her  as  she  dashed 
into  the  kitchen. 

“I  see  you’ve  made  some  friends  in  your  new  school,  Samantha,”  she 
said,  “but  what  were  they  calling  you?” 

“Sammy,”  she  muttered.  “I  told  them  to  call  me  that.” 

Mom  shook  her  head  reprovingly.  “I  should  think  you’d  be  proud 
to  be  named  after  your  great-great  grandmother.  She  was-  -  ” 

“I  know,  Mom.  I  know  the  story  by  heart.  Great-great  grand¬ 
mother  was  very  brave;  but  it’s  ancient  history  now,  and  all  that’s  left 
is  a  goony  name!” 

Next  day,  at  lunch  time,  Samantha  found  her  friends  standing  be¬ 
fore  the  bulletin  board. 

“Who’s  going  to  be  your  T  am’,  Sammy?” 

“T  am!’  What’s  that?” 

“Oh,  I  forgot  you’re  a  new  Drama  Club  member.” 

That  afternoon,  because  of  a  special  Drama  Club  meeting,  Samantha 
got  home  late. 

“I’m  Madame  Curie,”  she  announced  dramatically,  as  she  slid  into 
her  place  at  the  dinner  table. 

“Next  Thursday  is  T  Am  Day’,  so  I’ll  have  just  a  week  to  read  up  on 
Madame  Curie.” 

“That’s  unnecessary,”  Mom  said.  “You  have  a  famous  person  right 
in  your  own  family.” 

Samantha  stopped  her.  “No,  no,  no!”  she  groaned.  “She’s  not 
famous  enough,  Mom.  The  people  chosen  have  to  be  the  kind  that 
really  benefited  humanity!” 
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The  week  went  by  quickly.  It  was  Thursday.  The  words  of  the 
speakers  flowed  past  Samantha’s  ears.  Jane  Green  walked  onto  the 
stage  and  smiled  tranquilly  at  her  fellow  students. 

“I  am  Madame  Curie,”  Jane  said. 

Samantha  stared  with  horrified  eyes.  What  would  she  do?  Loud 
applause  buzzed  in  her  ears  as  Jane’s  speech  ended.  Then  she  heard 
her  own  name  called. 

Her  mouth  was  dry,  but  she  forced  words  through  it. 

“I  am  Samantha  Hatcher,”  she  said. 

A  surprised  titter  went  through  the  audience.  Even  the  principal 
appeared  startled,  then  amused. 

“It  is  summer  in  the  1800’s,  and  I  am  fourteen  years  old.  I  am 
living  on  the  frontier  with  my  family,  in  the  middle  of  a  forest  filled 
with  Shawnee  Indians.  I  was  picking  berries  for  a  pie  when  I  saw  the 
Indian. 

“He  was  standing  on  the  other  side  of  a  small  ravine  and  watching 
me  with  cold,  black  eyes.  He  was  painted,  and  he  brandished  a  toma¬ 
hawk,  and  the  awful  fear  of  what  this  meant  strangled  the  scream  in 
my  throat.  I  saw  the  redman  raise  his  tomahawk  and  fling  it  with  dead¬ 
ly  accuracy  toward  me. 

“I  dropped  on  my  hands  and  knees  and  heard  a  dull  thud,  as  the 
tomahawk,  meant  for  my  head,  buried  itself  in  a  tree  trunk  behind  me. 
Across  the  ravine,  the  Indian  grunted  furiously  and  plunged  down  the 
sapling-filled  depression  toward  me. 

“Then  there  was  a  sharp  crack  as  a  sapling  split  beneath  his  weight. 
The  savage  was  flung  backward.  One  painted  arm  bent  beneath  his 
body,  and  the  other  struck  the  sharp  broken  end  of  the  sapling.  I 
heard  him  grunt  with  pain. 

“I  started  to  fly  back  along  the  forest  path  and  then  stopped.  The 
Shawnee  was  groaning  and  I  could  see  why.  Blood  was  pumping  stead¬ 
ily  from  his  pierced  arm.  The  helpless  Shawnee  was  bleeding  to  death. 
And  could  I  leave  a  man,  even  an  enemy,  to  die? 

“Til  help  him,’  I  cried,  and  ran  down  the  ravine,  tearing  a  strip 
from  my  skirt  as  I  ran. 

“I  tied  the  strip  from  my  skirt  above  the  wound,  knotted  it  swiftly, 
and  thrust  a  stick  through  the  knots.  I  turned  it  until  the  flow  of  blood 
stopped.  Then  I  noticed  he  was  gazing  beyond  me.  I  followed  his 
eyes. 

“All  around  me  were  painted  and  feathered  Indians.  I  cowered 
with  terror,  as  one  of  them  came  toward  me. 

“Tittle  Squaw  go  back  to  people.  Squaw  and  people  Shawnees’ 
friends.’ 

“And  so  I  saved  our  settlement  from  extinction,  for  we  learned 
later  that  the  Shawnees  had  planned  to  wipe  us  out  entirely.  And  I 
feel  by  helping  the  wounded  Indian  I  have  benefited  humanity.” 

Samantha  stopped.  There  was  a  burst  of  applause.  She  turned 
and  walked  off  the  stage. 

“The  honor  goes  to  Miss  Samantha  Hatcher,”  the  judge  announced. 

“You’ll  be  called  Samantha  from  now  on,  Sammy,”  cried  her  friends. 

“But  I  wouldn’t  think  of  being  called  anything  else,”  smiled  Saman¬ 
tha  proudly. 


Jo  Ellen  Robertson, ’58 


10 


North  Andover  High-Lites 


Horse  of  the  Desert 

Surrounded  by  his  offspring,  the  great  black  Arabian  stallion  of  Ali 
Ben  Kai  Chzar  stood  aloof  like  a  carven  image  in  the  lush,  irrigated 
corral  of  his  master. 

Proudly,  and  with  an  arrogance  fully  justified  by  his  magnificent 
heritage,  he  surveyed  his  brood  of  mares.  His  demon- black  eyes  looked 
with  favor  upon  a  slim,  clear-gray-coated  mare,  Rashaada.  Born  to  a 
mare  of  his  father’s  brood  a  generation  before  him,  she  had  developed 
into  a  graceful  mare  of  symmetrical  perfection.  Now  she  raised  her 
triangular  face  in  response  to  the  unseen  signal  between  them.  Then, 
satisfying  herself  that  she  was  in  favor  with  her  lord,  she  lowered  her 
slender  neck  from  the  well-formed  shoulder  and,  her  fine  black  muzzle 
snuffing  daintily,  moved  away  toward  the  other  side  of  the  spacious 
enclosure. 

Casting  about  his  eye,  still  without  moving,  the  black  stud  allowed 
it  to  rest  on  a  small  group  of  rowdyish  foals  in  a  far  corner;  and,  as  he 
spotted  a  mock  contest  among  several  of  the  stud  colts,  a  daring  gleam 
suddenly  appeared  in  his  eye.  Yes,  for  he  was  thinking  back  over  his 
short  but  eventful  years  as  head  fighting  mount  of  Ben  Kai  Chzar,  a 
rare  and  esteemed  position  for  a  stallion. 

He  looked  back  with  slight  sadness  at  having  had  to  forfeit  his  fight¬ 
ing  position  for  this  one  of  propagator  of  the  Sheik’s  blooded  Arabians. 

He  missed  the  clang  of  sabers,  the  glaring  light  reflected  from  their 
gleaming  tips;  he  missed  the  stench  of  overheated  horses  and  men,  the 
personal  contact  with  the  crude  bit  as  it  twisted  with  its  ever-changing 
signals,  the  swirl  and  grandeur  of  brocaded  cloth  before  and  around  him, 
the  shrill  neigh  of  a  wounded  mare,  the  hysteria-inciting  thrill  of  the 
smell  of  fresh  blood  springing  from  a  vicious  wound  to  mingle  with  the 
desert  sands. 

He  loved  the  feel  of  the  hot  breeze  he  and  his  master  had  created  in 
their  mad,  muscle-straining  rush  to  battle.  He  missed,  too,  the  pene¬ 
trating  dust  which  rose  from  the  sifting  sand  and  which  he  seemed  to 
see  again  in  his  recollections  of  victory.  He  had  loved  the  feeling  of  the 
soft,  yielding  body  of  the  desert  sand,  had  reveled  in  the  spraying  fanning 
of  it  over  his  ebony,  flint-hard  hoofs  and  legs.  His  brilliant  war  bridle 
he  also  missed,  missed  the  fine  morccco  leather  overlaid  with  gilt,  the 
semi-precious  stones  and  silken  tassles  and  strips  that  had  held  the 
crude,  somewhat  cruel  bit  of  his  master’s  ancestors’  design.  What  a  bit 
that  had  been!  Made  of  heavy  iron,  and  overlaid  with  gold  and  price¬ 
less  stones  from  the  Orient,  it  had  by  far  made  up  in  beauty  what  it  had 
lacked  in  handiness  and  usefulness. 

But,  he  reflected  suddenly,  why  should  he  wish  for  all  that  back? 

Rad  not  the  harsh  cries  of  the  fighters  offended  his  sensitive  ears, 
and  had  not  the  dragging,  spraying  sands  created  in  him,  at  day’s  end, 
an  aching,  gnawing  soreness?  Had  not  the  sudden  stops,  turns,  and 
starts  burned  through  his  horny  feet,  rasping  them  sore  and  dry?  And 
of  the  bridle,  what  of  the  several  mended  places  in  its  normally  smooth 
underside  which  had  made  his  sensitive  skin  feel  aflame?  He  remem¬ 
bered,  now,  the  inglorious  truth  about  the  sands  and  their  stinging, 
living  fury  which  he  had  felt  in  his  distended,  red  nostrils,  and  the  flam¬ 
ing  rasp  of  the  intensely  hot  air  reaching  into  his  throat  and  lungs,  dry¬ 
ing,  scorching,  coating.  And  finally  he  thought  of  the  bit.  Yes,  it  had 
been  cruel,  and  stopping  to  remember,  he  could  almost  feel  it  tearing 
into  his  tender  tongue  and  mouth. 
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Hmmm-m-m  .  Well,  maybe  he  hadn’t  had  it  so  good  after  all;  but 

then  again  it  had  had  its  glory,  and . He  wandered  off  in 

the  direction  of  the  slim  gray  mare,  seeking  comfort  for  his  tortured 
thoughts.  Helen  Phillips, ’59 

One  Summer’s  Morning 

The  dead  top  of  the  towering  oak  tree  swayed  gently  beneath  me, 
and  the  platform  upon  which  I  rested  moved  perceptibly.  A  warm, 
humid,  south-born  breeze  steeped  the  dew-laden  forest  with  an  aroma 
of  moist  leaves  and  damp  wood.  A  few  feet  below,  a  cloud  of  green 
billowed  out  from  the  still  living  portion  of  the  tree;  the  dew  drops 
clinging  to  these  leaves  reflected  the  ruddy  brilliance  of  the  rising  June 
sun.  Off  to  the  left,  and  hidden  in  a  fence  row,  a  catbird  called  petu¬ 
lantly,  while  far  back  in  the  dark  woods  a  hermit  thrush  piped  the 
haunting,  hollow,  flutelike  notes  of  its  matinal  song. 

Suddenly,  all  activity  in  the  bursting  wildlife  community  around 
me  ceased,  and  the  cold  hush  of  death  pervaded  the  forest.  Even  the 
wind  seemed  to  hold  its  breath  for  the  moment,  silencing  the  friendly, 
rustling  sound  of  the  leaves.  Through  a  peep-hole  in  the  canvas  of  our 
photographer’s  blind,  I  could  see  the  subjects  of  my  quest:  two  young 
Cooper’s  hawks  who,  up  until  this  moment,  had  been  sleeping  peace¬ 
fully  in  the  center  of  their  large  stick  nest.  Now,  however,  they  sudden¬ 
ly  perked  up  and  became  restless;  their  bright  eyes,  alert  to  every  move¬ 
ment,  pierced  the  dense  foliage,  for  they  knew  what  this  eerie  silence 
meant. 

A  shadow  flashing  across  the  nest  announced  the  return  of  Mother 
Cooper’s  Hawk  and  her  booty,  this  time  an  unfortunate  robin.  In¬ 
stantly,  her  ravenous  youngsters  began  clamoring  and  begging  for  food. 
But  Mrs.  Cooper’s  Hawk  first  scrutinized  the  locality  for  possible  signs 
of  danger.  Then,  after  giving  our  blind  her  usual  look  of  hateful  con¬ 
tempt,  she  started  to  carve  the  turkey  (or  robin,  as  the  case  may  be). 

First  she  stood  on  the  robin’s  breast,  dug  in  her  talons,  and  tore  off 
pieces  of  flesh  by  pulling  upward  with  her  strong  hooked  bill.  These 
she  passed  to  her  young  in  succession,  until  the  entrails  were  reached. 
Then  she  bathed  her  bill  in  the  succulent  intestinal  juices,  still  warm 
because  of  the  freshness  of  the  kill.  She  started  to  give  the  entrails  to 
one  of  the  young,  but,  thought  better  of  it  and  ate  them  herself.  Final¬ 
ly,  she  removed  the  liver  (a  tasty  tid-bit)  and  gave  it  to  one  of  the  young. 
Then  she  departed  with  the  remains  of  the  robin,  probably  to  finish 
them  in  a  near-by  tree.  The  young,  now  fully  satisfied,  resumed  their 
positions  in  the  center  of  the  nest;  and  there,  with  the  warm  summer  sun 
playing  on  their  backs,  they  contentedly  closed  their  eyes  and  went 
to  sleep.  John  Holt, ’58 

The  Unfortunate  Lamb 

The  lamb  felt  so  dejected.  He  could  not  romp  in  the  fields  under 
the  watchful  eyes  of  the  shepherd.  He  wished  that  he  knew  why  every¬ 
thing  seemed  to  happen  to  him. 

From  the  time  of  his  birth,  a  few  weeks  ago,  he  had  been  the  one 
that  had  been  left  out  of  everything.  To  begin  with,  he  was  the  young¬ 
est  of  all  the  lambs.  He  was  very  sickly,  so  instead  of  going  out  to  the 
hills,  he  had  to  stay  in  the  stable. 
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The  day  finally  arrived  when  he  was  allowed  to  go  to  the  pastures 
with  the  others,  but  he  was  not  as  frisky  as  he  had  expected.  In  fact, 
he  started  to  play  and  fell.  The  worst  happened-  -he  broke  his  leg. 

Never  had  anything  good  come  to  him.  Even  his  master  was  dis¬ 
gusted  with  him,  and  he  did  not  blame  him  one  bit.  After  all,  a  poor 
innkeeper  could  not  afford  to  keep  a  sickly  lamb. 

As  he  lay  quietly  in  his  stall,  he  heard  the  voice  of  his  master.  He 
was  talking  to  someone.  The  voices  seemed  to  come  nearer,  and  he 
feared  the  worst.  He  thought,  “It's  probably  the  butcher  coming  to 
take  me  away.  I’ll  probably  be  on  someone's  table  for  dinner  soon." 

However,  this  was  not  the  case.  The  innkeeper  had  two  people 
with  him-  -a  man  who  was  leading  a  donkey  which  was  carrying  a  wom¬ 
an. 

“They  look  very  tired,"  he  thought. 

The  man  spoke  to  the  keeper  saying,  “Thank  you  for  giving  us  a 
shelter  in  which  to  pass  the  night." 

The  innkeeper  left,  and  the  lamb  pulled  himself  to  the  opening  of 
his  stall  to  watch  these  strangers,  but  as  all  young  lambs  are  wont  to  do, 
fell  asleep. 

He  awoke  later  that  night  and  looked  at  the  visitors.  Then  he  saw 
a  wonderful  sight.  They  were  bent  over  the  manger,  in  which  there 
was  a  baby. 

Looking  up,  the  man  noticed  the  lamb  for  the  first  time.  He  ad¬ 
vanced  towards  him  and  picked  him  up  in  his  strong  arms.  Never  had 
a  lamb  felt  so  needed. 

The  man  put  him  down  beside  the  manger.  The  lamb  suddenly 
heard  music,  beautiful  music,  that  seemed  to  come  from  above  him. 
He  looked  up  and  saw  a  heavenly  light  shining  down  from  one  big  star 
in  the  sky. 

With  renewed  strength,  he  fought  his  injury.  Slowly  he  raised  his 
body  up,  up,  until-  -he  was  standing!  He  looked  into  the  manger  at  the 
infant.  He  was  so  small,  yet  he  seemed  so  strong.  The  child  was  not 
like  the  sickly  lamb. 

Never  would  he  realize  that  he  had  witnessed  the  most  beautiful 
expression  of  love  that  has  been  given  to  the  world! 

Now  you  may  not  think  my  story  is  true,  yet  many  do  believe  it. 
As  proof,  we  may  see  the  lamb  looking  at  the  child  in  some  of  the  most 
beautiful  paintings  of  the  nativity,  done  by  the  most  famous  artists  of 
the  world.  Catherine  Cummings, '59 

Black  Majesty 

The  herd  of  horses  stood  grazing  quietly  on  the  peaceful  plain.  Their 
leader,  a  beautiful  jet  black  stallion,  stood  off  from  the  rest.  With  his 
majestic  head  raised  in  the  air,  he  had  the  regal  and  serene  look  of  a 
king. 

He  sniffed  the  gentle  breeze  for  a  sign  of  danger.  The  tendons  on  his 
sleek  limbs  began  to  twitch.  He  sensed  something  in  the  air  and,  sure 
enough,  as  he  looked  off  to  the  left,  a  cloud  of  dense  smoke  could  be 
seen  rising.  It  was  a  fire,  a  prairie  fire!  Now  he  must  act  quickly  or  it 
would  be  too  late.  He  must  round  up  the  band  and  get  them  to  safety. 
This  was  a  real  test  of  leadership. 

He  signaled  to  the  group  and  started  them  running.  At  first  he  led 
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them,  but  seeing  that  the  pace  was  too  fast  for  the  younger  colts,  he 
went  back  to  give  them  a  nip  or  two  to  encourage  them  and  hurry  them 
up.  This  being  done,  he  regained  his  lead. 

He  skilfully  led  them  to  a  large  river  a  few  miles  east.  The  fire 
wouldn’t  be  able  to  jump  that.  They  were  coming  near  the  mountains 
and  the  going  was  pretty  hard,  but  Black  Majesty  knew  he  couldn’t 
stop  now.  He  picked  a  path  between  the  rocks  and  almost  reached  the 
river  bank.  Most  of  the  horses  had  already  swum  the  stream  when,  as 
he  glanced  at  the  group,  he  missed  two  of  the  colts.  They  probably 
had  lost  their  way  and  were  wandering  helplessly  around.  Black  Majes¬ 
ty  went  in  search  of  the  animals. 

Back  at  the  river,  the  herd  saw  the  lost  colts  come  galloping  toward 
them.  They  also  saw  the  fire,  not  far  behind  them.  It  was  dying  down, 
but  the  colts  hadn’t  gotten  there  a  moment  too  soon.  But  where  was 
their  leader?  they  wondered. 

Black  Majesty  had  stepped  into  a  gopher  hole  and  had  not  been  able 
to  rise.  He  knew  he  would  perish  in  the  flames.  His  breath  came  heavi¬ 
ly  and  in  short  gasps.  Then  the  wall  of  fire  passed  over  him. 

Black  Majesty  would  never  breathe  again,  but  he  died  with  the  sat¬ 
isfaction  of  knowing  he  had  proved  himself  worthy  of  his  name. 

Shirley  Frost, ’60 

Beware.  .  .  The  Brimm! 

Rick  Mallory  found  it  in  the  brush  on  the  edge  of  the  wild  country 
of  Australia.  It  was  a  strange  little  creature,  even  for  a  land  where 
strange  animals  abound.  Never  seen  by  white  men,  and  only  known 
to  the  natives  through  their  aboriginal  legends,  this,  they  declared,  was 
the  BRIMM. ..But  was  this  cuddly  little  beast  really  the  redoubtable 
BRIMM? 

He  found  the  little  fellow  while  looking  for  a  lost  sheep  that  had 
strayed  away  from  the  herd. 

“Say,  you  are  an  odd  little  chap.  I’m  going  to  make  a  pet  of  you 
and  we’re  going  to  be  the  best  of  friends,  eh,  little  beastie?” 

It  seemed  very  tame  and  unafraid,  and  its  big,  limpid  eyes  looked  at 
Rick  in  a  manner  that  made  him  laugh.  The  men  drove  the  herd 
back  to  the  main  ranch  where  the  native  sheepmen  waited  to  bed  it 
down  with  the  other  flocks. 

Upon  reaching  camp,  the  natives  looked  at  the  little  beastie  with 
fearful  eyes,  and  soon  Rick’s  foreman  came  into  his  quarters  and  said, 

“Rick,  the  chief  and  several  medicine  men  from  the  native  village 
are  here.  They  asked  to  see  you... and  your  pet.” 

After  stepping  out  into  the  circle  of  frightened  natives  who  were 
persistently  shouting  “BRIMM!  BRIMM!”  Rick  found  the  chief, 
standing  with  his  medicine  men  by  the  side  of  a  clearing. 

“This  has  gone  far  enough.  Chief,  what’s  this  all  about?” 

“Wise  ones  say  creature  is  Brimm!  He  was  never  saw,  but  in  tribal 
legends  tell  about  Brimm!  Brimm  not  of  this  earth.  Strange  powers 
that  bring  evil!  Live  forever!  Native  fellows  all  leave!  Me  too!  Two 
finger  sign  that  Brimm  give  mean  evil!  Go  now!” 

“Wait  a  minute!  This  is  nonsense.  I  need  you  on  the  ranch.  Well, 
my  little  beastie,  they  never  saw  one  but  they  say  you’re  it.  Native 
superstition  and  fear.  They’ll  come  back  once  they  get  over  their 
fright  and  see  that  you’re  harmless.” 
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The  work  of  the  ranch  continued,  and  Rick  only  remembered  the 
incident  when  he  became  conscious  of  his  lack  of  working  hands. 

“If  those  natives  hadn’t  run  away.. .Ah,  there  you  are,  beastie!  Those 
big  eyes,  always  watching  me!” 

Y  es,  the  big,  unblinking  eyes  always  watching. 

“Y’know,  beastie,  you’re  beginning  to  make  me  feel  uncomfortable, 
the  way  those  eyes  of  yours  keep  watching  me.” 

And  even  when  he  was  out  on  the  plains,  no  matter  where  he  was, 
he  seemed  to  feel  two  big,  unblinking,  unfathomable  eyes  watching  him. 

And  then... accidents  began  to  happen.  One  time  his  reliable  old 
mare  went  berserk,  for  no  reason  at  all,  and  threw  him  to  the  ground. 
And  another  time  a  snake  dropped  from  a  tree  and  wrapped  itself  a- 
round  him,  only  letting  its  grip  loosen  when  Rick  shot  it. 

There  were  other  accidents... bad  falls,  spider  bites,  many  more  that 
should  have  proved  fatal,  but  luckily  didn’t  .  Then  suspicion  began  to 
grow  in  Rick’s  mind. 

“They  said  the  BRIMM  has  evil  powers.  Is  that  what’s  wrong? 
Is  what  they  say  true?  Nobody  has  ever  heard  of  a  creature  like  this... 
Maybe  the  natives  were  right.” 

And  the  eyes,  the  big,  unblinking  eyes.  They  followed  him  always, 
until  he  could  stand  them  no  more;  and  so  Rick  came  to  his  decision.  He 
took  the  little  creature  into  the  brush,  and  there  he  shot  it. 

Then,  as  he  looked  at  the  unmoving  body,  he  remembered  some¬ 
thing  else.  The  natives  said  the  Brimm  couldn’t  be  killed,  that  it  lived 
forever.  But  you’re  dead.  You  weren’t  anything  evil.  Every  one  of 
those  accidents  has  a  logical  explanation.  I  just  didn’t  look  for  it. 
Poor  little  beastie. 

He  went  back  to  the  house  and  stood  sadly,  looking  out  the  window. 

“How  strange  that  an  intelligent  man  can  be  stampeded  by  fear 
into  killing  a  lovable  little  animal  like  he  was.  I’ll  never  forgive  myself. 
I  feel  ashamed.” 

And  out  in  the  brush  the  moonlight  shone  down  on  the  little  beastie.. 
on  the  bullet  wound  that  was  healing  and  closing... at  the  stirring  of  the 
flesh. 

But  the  moonlight  wasn’t  strong  enough  for  Rick  to  see  the  creature 
rise,  to  see  it  raise  its  arm  and  make  the  native  sign  of  evil  toward  the 
house... And  the  closed  doors  shut  out  the  sound  of  its  evil  laugh  as  the 
Brimm  trotted  into  the  jungle  shadows.  Carl  Schubert, ’58 

The  Tree 

As  the  men  advanced  upon  the  great  tree,  a  shudder  passed  through 
the  watching,  quivering  form  of  the  old  man,  and  tears  flooded  forth  to 
bathe  the  scene  in  undistinguishable  confusion  before  his  nearly  sight¬ 
less  eyes. 

He  knew  not  their  reason.  All  he  knew  was  that  they  were  about 
to  destroy  his  tree,  the  tree  he  had  at  first  nurtured,  then  watched  grow 
strong,  from  the  time,  ninety  years  ago,  when  he  had  planted  it. 

He  had  grown  as  the  tree  had  grown,  grown  and  aged,  changing  in 
life’s  successive  stages,  playing  his  role  on  earth.  With  the  first  awaken¬ 
ing  of  the  vital,  supple  young  strength  within  it,  the  tree  had  started  to 
grow,  and  he  had  followed  suit.  Through  their  years,  to  an  old  age  of 
decay  and  uselessness,  they  had  journeyed  together,  and  now  one  must 
by  force  be  taken  from  the  other.  One  hundred  and  five  years  of  memo- 


North  Andover  High-Lites 


15 


ries  welled  in  his  heart  as  the  old  man  watched  the  impending  destruc¬ 
tion  come;  and,  as  he  watched,  he  remembered. 

He  remembered  the  time  when  the  tree  was  young,  the  surging 
strength  of  fresh  sap  running  rampant  in  its  trunk,  and  he  remembered 
how  he  had  answered  its  summons,  growing  and  stretching  into  supple, 
willow  tone  even  as  it  had  done. 

i. 

As  the  awkwardness  of  youth  had  passed  from  his  limbs,  so  had  it 
passe  J|from  the  great  tree,  each  in  his  way  assuming,  in  young  adulthood, 
solidity  and  the  true  form  native  to  its  kind.  These  were  kind  years  of 
growing  and  living  together.  They  shared  the  summer  zephyrs,  the 
warm  showers,  the  surrounding  beauty  of  insect-kissed  flowers,  the  pre¬ 
sence  of  the  beloved  little  creatures,  the  squirrels  and  birds.  Together 
they  weathered  winds,  blights,  and  the  diseases  of  their  kinds,  always 
surviving  and  returning,  with  the  vigor  of  the  young  and  strong,  to 
solidity  and  health. 

Even  as  the  years  passed  and  the  man  came  to  love,  the  tree  shared 
in  this  new-found  emotion,  spreading  its  shadowy  veil  of  seclusion — 
damp,  cool  and  refreshing — to  provide  a  retreat  for  his  love. 

Through  the  years  it  lived  to  its  prime  with  this  man  and  woman. 
It  watched  their  children  playing  in  gay  abandon  about  its  now  massive 
body.  It  lifted  them  to  its  leafy  branches,  where  they  swung,  carefree 
and  delighted.  They  circled  it  in  play,  or  hid  behind  its  shielding  bulk. 

Then,  as  time  passed  on,  it  watched  more  children-  -the  children’s 
children.  It  smiled  knowingly  and  benevolently  upon  the  devotion  of 
the  old  man  and  woman,  upon  their  new-found  interests.  It  gazed 
with  content,  through  many  smiling  summers,  at  family  gatherings  be¬ 
neath  its  spreading  arms.  It  showered  them  with  the  first  rainbow  of 
fall  foliage,  laughing  in  soft  apology  as  the  old  man  and  woman  bent  to 
rake  clean  the  surrounding  lawn. 

One  day  sadness  came  and  the  tree,  like  the  old  man,  bowed  its 
head  and  wept  at  the  loneliness  and  darkness  of  death.  Yes,  for  the 
calendar  of  time  had  decreed  that  the  man’s  sweet  and  tenderly  affec¬ 
tionate  wife  should  pass  beyond  the  bonds  of  the  earth.  So  it  came  to 
be;  and,  as  they  laid  her  gently  to  rest  at  its  feet,  the  tree  shed  a  single 
leaf,  which,  falling  down  unnoticed,  settled  gently  on  the  body  in  the 
open  casket,  and  being  undiscovered,  was  imprisoned  forever  within  it, 
a  mute  reminder  of  the  great  protection  and  love  the  tree  still  felt  for 
the  now  silent  form. 

For  years  more  the  tree  watched  over  its  precious  trust  and  the  gray 
marble  slab  at  its  feet.  But  finally,  weakened  and  dying,  it  began  to 
surrender  to  Nature  as  she  had  decreed  it  should.  The  old  man,  too, 
seeing  the  dying  of  his  last  symbol  of  life,  began  unconsciously  to  age 
and  die,  and  there  was  nothing  that  could  be  done  for  him.  Little  by 
little  their  deterioration  became  complete,  until  their  bodies  became 
shells,  sustained  only  by  their  struggling  hearts. 

And  this  was  how  it  would  end,  thought  the  old  man,  as  the  men 
started  forward  to  complete  the  desecration.  With  chains  and  axe  they 
roughly  made  the  killing  cut,  and,  as  they  ground  through  its  body,  the 
figure  of  the  old  man  shook  with  great  spasms  of  tears;  As  the  tree 
uttered  its  final  groan  and  fell  to  its  complete  and  final  rest  of  death,  so 
fell  he. 

Oh,  they  would  find  him  later,  but  he  had  gone  as  he  wished;  as  in 
life,  so  in  death-  -with  the  tree.  Helen  Phillips, ’59 
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POETS  CORNER 


The  Prom 

The  prom  is  June  6th,  the  date  has  been  set. 

This  announcement  by  Lynne  was  immediately  met 
With  shouts  of  gladness  by  the  four  young  Gortons, 

And  the  hot  breakfast  lay  untouched  on  the  plates, 

For  the  moment  forgotten. 

Dad  emerged  from  his  paper  in  time  to  hear  with 
a  frown 

That  Betty  and  Lynne  really  need  a  new  gown, 

That  Bob  and  Mike  must  each  rent  a  tux, 

For  a  white  sport  coat  and  pink  carnation  is  a  must. 

Then  Betty  must  have  new  slippers,  gloves,  and  an 
evening  bag,  too. 

Lynne  needs  her  hair  cut  in  that  style  so  new. 

“Who  will  you  ask?”  Bob  questions  Mike. 

“Lynne,  do  you  think  you’ll  be  asked  by  that  boy 
that  you  like?” 

Then  Dad  returns  to  his  paper,  with  a  slightly 
worried  glance 

At  Mom,  who  is  obviously  remembering  her  last  high 
school  dance. 

The  kids  gather  their  books  and  rush  off,  leaving 
just  these  little  hints, 

So  that  Dad  will  soon  wish  that  he  worked  at  the  mints. 
Three  weeks  from  the  prom  the  house  is  alive  with 
patterns  and  pins  and  money-making  projects. 

Of  all  talk  and  activity,  the  prom  is  the  object. 

Poor  Dad  is  neglected,  he’s  lucky  if  he  can  snitch, 

Between  fittings  and  pinnings,  a  baloney  sandwich. 

The  only  time  anyone  remembers  he’s  around 
Is  to  ask  for  money  to  go  shopping  downtown. 

Two  weeks  from  the  prom,  Dad  comes  home  from  the  office 
To  find  his  “castle”  filled  with  Bobby-soxers. 

He  declares  Betty’s  new  gown  a  perfect  Paris 
creation, 

While  she  twirls  before  him  to  the  strains  of 
“White  Sport  Coat  and  a  Pink  Carnation”. 

The  boys  are  reading  his  paper,  dinner’s  not  ready, 
but  he  can’t  stay  angry  long 
As  the  Mills  Brothers  sing  “Queen  of  the  Senior  Prom”. 
Lynne’s  haircut  is  “fabulous”,  though  he  secretly 
feels  she  looks  too  sophisticated. 

For  his  little  girls  he  prefers  pigtails,  though 
they  are  obviously  outdated. 

Gowns,  evening  bags,  and  shoes  all  so  new. 

The  boys’  new  tuxes  are  “tremendous”,  too. 
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One  week  from  the  prom;  no  one  is  ready. 

Everyone  needs  more  money,  please,  Daddy. 

Poor  Dad  feels  without  his  wallet  he  wouldn’t 
be  too  much  in  demand, 

While  Mom  decides  things  must  be  taken  in  hand. 

Gowns  to  be  pressed,  corsages  to  be  ordered, 
and  the  prom  is  tonight. 

Bob  misplaced  his  tickets  and  Lynne’s  hair 
just  won’t  look  right. 

Betty  has  a  run  in  her  stocking  and  Mike’s  tie 
just  won’t  tie. 

Mom  and  Dad  give  their  all;  it’s  truly  a  case  of 
do  or  die. 

At  last  they  are  ready;  they  leave  for  the  dance. 

They  wave  good-bye  with  a  backward  glance 

To  their  mother  and  father,  who  stand  in  the  hall 

Waving  good-bye;  they’re  so  proud  of  them  all. 

For  a  house  so  noisy  and  bustling  before  the  dance, 

It  is  quiet  and  empty,  as  if  in  a  trance. 

Mother  and  Dad  smile  at  each  other  through  proud, 
sentimental  tears. 

The  bustle  has  gently  reminded  them  of  their  own 
high  school  years. 

Then,  as  Mom  straightens  the  house  and  Dad 
tackles  the  bills,  you  can  hear 

Them  say  to  each  other,  “Thank  heaven  the  prom 
comes  only  once  a  year!” 

Gene  Sztucinski,’58 


Beguilement 

Towering  waves,  windswept  shore, 

Boiling  black  sky,  you  lure  me  no  more. 

A  desolate  being,  I  roamed  your  domain, 

Your  enigmatic  spirit  trying  to  tame. 

Creatures  of  nature  you  held  to  your  breast, 

Lonely,  forsaken,  by  only  God  blest. 

Unseen  by  other  eyes,  by  all  men  unknown, 

Your  treasures  you  opened  to  me-  -me,  alone. 

Treasures  of  grandeur,  revealed  to  my  sight 

In  the  weird  lightning  flashes  of  a  dark,  stormy  night. 

From  the  depths  of  the  sea 
Misty  shadows  beckon  to  me. 

I  cannot,  I  must  not  resist.  .  .  . 

Wild  voices  echo  the  compelling  sounds 

Of  a  new  world,  my  world,  beyond  human  bounds. 

They  call  me.  .  . 

I  go.  .  .  . 

Towering  waves,  windswept  shore, 

Boiling  black  sky,  you  lure  me  no  more. 

You  cannot  beguile  me,  break  down  my  resistance, 

For  in  death  have  I  joined  you.  You’re  now  my  existence. 

Karin  Roebuck, ’58 
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A  Home  in  the  Forest 
Carefree,  I’ll  challenge  this  untrodden  road 
To  a  day  of  new  life,  with  adventures  untold. 

I  shall  cross  the  bridge  at  the  old  saw  mill  stream, 

Caress  the  dewy  grass,  bright  with  morning  sun’s  gleem. 

Gently  the  buds  of  the  night  flowers  ope, 

And  the  trees  come  alive  with  their  bright,  burnished  coats. 
Chipmunks  scamper  into  homes  neatly  placed, 

Turtles  sleep  on  a  rock’s  upturned  face. 

A  deer  keenly  lifts  her  proud  head  to  the  breeze 
And  beckons  her  young,  hid  well  by  the  leaves. 

Here  I’m  unnoticed,  unknown  to  all  men. 

Here  I  lie  buried  in  the  vast  forest  land. 

Here  I  will  live,  as  one  free  from  all  care, 

To  be  happy  forever  in  this  haven  so  rare. 

Brooke  Teel,’ 60 

Daybreak 
The  sun 

Rises  toward  Heaven, 

Up  to  God. 


A  lark, 

Awakened  on  a  bough, 
Flaps  its  wings 
And  chirps  loudly. 


The  freshness  of  life 
Opens  the  door  to 
Conquest 
Instead  of  defeat. 


A  dream, 

With  no  end, 

Follows  after. 

Richard  Smith, ’60 
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TALK  OF  THE 
SCHOOL 


Annie  L.  Sargent  Speaking  Contest 
The  annual  Annie  L.  Sargent  Memorial  Speaking  Contest  was  held 
in  the  Veterans  Memorial  Auditorium  on  Friday,  May  16,  at  8:00  p.m. 
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Ten  students  interested  in  speech  participated  in  this  event  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  James  W.  McDonald,  director  of  speech  and  drama¬ 
tics  at  North  Andover  High  School. 

The  judges  for  this  event  were  Miss  Marion  Shine,  teacher  of  speech 
at  Lawrence  High  School;  Mrs.  Norma  Angelotti,  speech  therapist  in 
Haverhill;  and  Miss  Katherine  Chambers,  director  of  religious  educa¬ 
tion  for  the  Haverhill  Council  of  Churches.  Participants  were  judged 
on  the  basis  of  poise,  memory,  delivery,  and  voice.  During  the  inter¬ 
mission,  Miss  Catherine  Cummings  rendered  several  piano  selections. 
The  mistress  of  ceremonies  for  the  evening  was  Miss  Judith  McClung. 

The  first  prize  winner  was  Susan  Roberts,  who  recited  “The  Ballad 
of  the  Harp  Weaver”;  second  prize  winner  was  Charles  Mattraw,  who 
rendered  a  selection  entitled  “The  Value  of  the  American  Union”; 
third  prize  winner  was  Robert  Hoogerzeil,  who  delivered  a  talk  entitled 
“The  Constitution,  the  American  Economic  Foundation”.  The  first 
second,  and  third  prize  winners  received  fifteen,  ten,  and  five  dollars 
respectively.  K.  R.  and  P.  H. 

*23=“ 

Musical  Doings 

The  combined  bands  of  Burlington,  Tewksbury  and  North  Andover 
high  schools  presented  a  series  of  band  concerts  on  the  evenings  of  April 
11,  at  Burlington,  April  12,  at  Tewksbury,  and  April  19,  at  North  And¬ 
over.  These  concerts  were  under  the  direction  of  the  band  directors  of 
the  respective  schools,  Mr.  Thomas  Deechan,  Mr.  Theodore  Michell, 
and  Mr.  Clarence  F.  Mosher,  Jr.  Those  who  attended  any  of  these 
concerts  were  assured  of  the  excellent  performance  of  our  band. 

On  Saturday,  May  3,  1958,  the  band  represented  North  Andover 
in  the  Northeastern  Massachusetts  Music  Festival  at  Winchester,  Mass¬ 
achusetts.  Twenty  members  of  the  band,  along  with  Mr.  Mosher,  at¬ 
tended  this  festival  which  was  conducted  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Massachusetts  Music  Educators  Association. 

The  annual  Spring  Concert  was  held  on  Friday  evening,  May  9. 
The  band,  boys’  chorus,  and  mixed  chorus  of  the  high  school,  and  also 
a  selected  mixed  chorus  from  the  eighth  grades  of  the  elementary  schools 
performed. 

The  last  appearances  of  the  band  will  be  at  the  Memorial  Day  Par¬ 
ade  and  at  the  graduation  of  the  high  school  Class  of  1958.  B.  V. 

New  Cheerleaders 

An  annual  event  which  always  generates  much  interest  and  compe¬ 
titive  spirit  among  the  student  body  at  North  Andover  High  is  the 
choosing  of  new  cheerleaders.  On  April  28th  and  29th  there  was  cheer¬ 
leading  practice  for  those  who  wanted  to  try  out,  with  the  present  cheer¬ 
leaders  instructing  the  girls.  On  April  30th  the  present  cheerleaders 
selected  several  girls,  from  among  those  trying  out,  to  take  part  in  the 
finals. 

On  May  1st,  the  finals  were  held.  Miss  Torpey,  Mrs.  Dimlich,  Mrs. 
Brown,  Miss  White,  Miss  Bailey,  Miss  Donlan,  and  Miss  Mooradkanian 
acted  as  judges.  The  following  seven  girls  were  chosen  as  the  new 
cheerleaders:  Linda  Crane,  Sally  Drummey,  Gilda  D’Agata,  Patricia 
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Minihan,  Eleanor  Stang,  Margaret  Curtis,  and  Geraldine  DeFusco. 
These  girls  were  chosen  on  the  basis  of  their  neatness,  pep,  voice,  and 
ability  to  do  the  cheers.  Jane  de  Vebre  and  Marie  Sullivan  will  be  the 
new  head  cheerleaders. 

Good  luck  to  our  new  cheerleaders  and  may  they  cheer  our  teams  to 
victory!  P.  A.  J. 


Red  Cross  Drive 

Before  our  school  closed  for  our  annual  spring  vacation,  we  students 
actively  showed  our  school  spirit  by  participating  in  the  Red  Cross 
Drive.  Thanks  to  this  effort,  the  little  banks  in  each  room  were  return¬ 
ed  to  the  office  with  generous  contributions  from  our  student  body.  As 
of  yet,  the  school  has  received  no  official  report  on  the  amount  collected, 
but  it  will  undoubtedly  be  a  satisfying  sum.  J.  R. 


Movie  Shown 

An  official  United  States  Army  film  was  shown  by  Mr.  Robinson  on 
April  16,  1958.  The  film  showed  the  launching  of  and  the  preparation 
behind  the  United  States  first  satellite,  ‘The  Explorer”.  Thirty  boys 
enjoyed  this  movie.  K.  R. 

Poetry  Award 

Karin  Roebuck  has  been  notified  that  her  poem,  entitled  “Ode  to  a 
Clock”,  has  been  accepted  for  publication  in  the  “Anthology  of  High 
School  Poetry”.  This  collection,  published  annually,  is  composed  of 
outstanding  poetry  submitted  by  high  school  students  from  the  entire 
nation.  Karin’s  poem  had  previously  appeared  in  the  June,  1957,  edi¬ 
tion  of  the  North  Andover  High-Lites.  C.  Q. 


N.A.H.S.  Top  10 


1.  Big  Man 

2.  Sugar  Moon 

3.  Do  You  Wanna  Dance? 

4.  Jenny  Lee 

5.  For  Your  Love 

6.  Wear  My  Ring  Around  Your  Neck 

7.  El  Rancho  Rock 

8.  Witch  Doctor 

9.  All  I  Have  To  Do  Is  Dream 

10.  Flying  Purple  People  Eaters 


D.  H. 
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Assemblies 

On  March  27  a  representative  of  the  Massachusetts  State  Police 
spoke  to  our  student  body  on  the  subject  of  safety  and  showed  a  safety 
him. 

On  April  3,  an  assembly  was  held  in  the  auditorium  at  which  many 
student  awards  were  made.  The  Time  Current  Events  Award,  a  Ham¬ 
mond  Atlas,  was  presented  to  Kenneth  Melvin.  Claire  Oskar  was 
awarded  the  Betty  Crocker  Homemaking  Contest  pin.  Claire  was  the 
school  winner.  Gold  medal  awards  for  the  North  Andover  High  School 
Science  Fair  were  given  to  David  Palmer,  first  prize  winner,  Douglas 
Wilson,  second  prize  winner,  and  Harold  Damerow,  third  prize  winner. 
Kenneth  Johnson  received  honorable  mention  for  his  scientific  display. 

Graduation  honors  were  announced  by  Mr.  Hayes.  Claire  Oskar 
was  named  valedictorian;  Priscilla  Watts,  salutatorian;  and  James 
Valliere,  class  essayist. 

The  following  students  were  inducted  into  the  Honor  Society:  Judy 
French,  Anne  Messina,  Maureen  Jacques,  Joan  Artimovich,  Donna 
Hammond,  arid  Margaret  Mattraw. 

Congratulations  to  all  these  students! 

On  April  11a  very  interesting  assembly,  entitled  ‘‘Journey  Through 
the  Forest”,  was  presented  at  our  school.  We  saw  many  rare  shots  of 
wild  life  taken  by  the  speaker,  Mr.  William  Pearsons,  at  his  summer 
home  in  Maine.  This  assembly  proved  to  be  not  only  entertaining  but 
also  educational. 

A  group  representing  the  talent  of  Andover  High  School  presented 
a  very  enjoyable  program  on  April  18.  There  was  a  variety  of  acts, 
among  them  a  Barber  Shop  Quartet,  a  chorus,  a  monologue,  solos,  and 
a  demonstration  of  the  Charleston.  All  the  students  did  a  great  job! 

L.  M. 


College  Acceptances 

The  following  seniors  have  already  been  notified  of  their  acceptances 
to  colleges  of  their  choice: 

John  Chase—  Boston  University  and  Lowell  Tech 

John  Burke — Boston  College  and  Holy  Cross 

Leonard  Despres — Norwich  University 

George  Emery — Defiance  College,  Ohio 

Michael  Greenler—  Lowell  Tech 

Robert  Hoogerzeil—  Culinary  Institute,  New  Haven 

Richard  Lange — Davis  and  Elkins 

Charles  Mattraw— University  of  Colorado  and  Rollins  College 
James  Meyers—  Davis  and  Elkins 
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John  Minihan — Bridgewater  Teachers’  College 
Carl  Schubert — Massachusetts  School  of  Art 
Charles  Trombly — Holy  Cross 
John  Walker— University  of  New  Hampshire 
John  Walvius — Virginia  Polytechnical  Institute 
Andrew  Zigelis — Cornell,  Dartmouth,  and  Brown 
Ann  Marie  Barrett — Lawrence  General  Hospital 
Christine  Carney — Lowell  Teachers’  College 
Charlotte  Caron — Burdett 

Janet  Drummey— Bridgewater  and  Lowell  Teachers’  College 
Barbara  Houston — Boston  University 
Elaine  Roache — Nasson 

Claire  Oskar — University  of  Massachusetts,  Mount  Holyoke,  and  Smith 

Carole  Parker — Bridgewater  and  Lowell  Teachers’  Colleges 

Joan  Roberts — McIntosh 

Jo  Ellen  Robertson — Lowell  Teachers’  College 

Karin  Roebuck — Boston  University,  Wellesley,  and  Radcliffe 

Priscilla  Watts — Peter  Bent  Brigham  Hospital 

M.  M. 


Scholarships 

The  following  is  a  partial  list  of  scholarships  available  to  seniors  at 
North  Andover  High  School.  Some  are  offered  to  students  of  our 
school  only;  others,  to  all  Greater  Lawrence  students. 

Dr.  Edward  W.  A.  Holt  Scholarship  -  $250 
Helen  S.  Carvell  Scholarship  -  $250 
P.  T.  A.  Scholarship  -  $150 

Veterans  of  Foreign  Wars  Post  2104  Scholarship  -  $100 
Lawrence  College  Club  Scholarship 
Clover  Hill  Auxiliary  Scholarship 
Mass.  Scholarship  Foundation  Inc. 

North  Andover  Woman’s  Club  Scholarship 

Those  students  desiring  further  information  on  these  and  many 
other  scholarships  are  urged  to  keep  in  touch  with  the  school  Guidance 
Department.  P.  W. 


Student  Council 

A  substantial  profit  was  realized  at  the  Student  Council  dance  held 
on  March  28. 

The  Council  voted  to  contribute  twenty-five  dollars  to  the  Wash¬ 
ington  Trip  Fund  for  the  basketball  team. 

On  April  19,  the  Council  held  a  car  wash  at  the  high  school.  A  pro¬ 
fit  of  $105  was  realized  and  will  be  used  to  help  defray  the  expenses  of 
this  year’s  Junior-Senior  Prom.  E.  K. 
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Safety  Poster  Contest 

The  annual  Green  Cross  Safety  Poster  contest,  sponsored  by  the 
Eclectic  Club  and  the  J.  P.  Stevens  Co.,  was  conducted  in  all  North 
Andover  public  schools  last  month  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Olive 
Butler.  The  posters  were  displayed  attractively  in  the  library  where 
the  judges,  Louis  P.  Fisk,  James  Crane,  Superintendent  of  Schools 
Douglas  A.  Chandler,  Martin  J.  Lawlor,  and  James  Horman  selected 
the  outstanding  ones.  Winners  from  the  high  school  were  Mary  Friel, 
Snaron  Galeazzi,  Edward  Dugan,  Margaret  Hawkes,  Jeffrey  Kress,  and 
Roland  Cook.  C.  C. 

Guidance 

On  April  2,  an  open  house  program  at  Lawrence  General  Hospital 
was  attended  by  many  of  our  girls. 

On  April  9  Miss  Dorothy  Carlson,  a  representative  of  the  Boston 
University  Secretarial  School,  gave  a  very  interesting  talk  on  the  ad¬ 
vantages  of  taking  the  type  of  courses  offered  by  this  school. 

Recently  Miss  Gillen  and  Mr.  Foderaro,  along  with  Claire  Oskar, 
John  Minihan  and  Andrew  Zigelis,  visited  the  eighth  grades  of  the 
grammar  schools  both  in  North  Andover  and  Boxfcrd.  They  explained 
the  educational  program  offered  at  N.A.H.S.,  as  well  as  the  athletic 
program  and  other  extra  -  curricular  activities. 

On  April  16,  some  of  our  students  attended  the  open  house  at  the 
paper  engineering  department  of  Lowell  Tech. 

On  April  22,  a  representative  of  the  WAVES  came  to  our  school  to 
talk  to  all  interested  students. 

On  April  24,  Judith  McClung,  Susan  Roberts,  Catherine  Cummings, 
Janet  Duncan,  and  Margaret  Virr  visited  Simmons  College. 

On  April  26  and  27,  a  group  from  our  school  visited  the  University 
of  Mass,  on  “Open  House  Day”. 

On  May  12,  several  of  our  students  attended  the  open  house  program 
at  the  Massachusetts  General  Hospital.  M.  M. 
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Honor  Society 

The  Honor  Society  conducted  an  assembly  on  April  third  for  the 
purpose  of  inducting  new  members. 

Those  inducted  were  Joan  Artimovich,  Judith  French,  Donna 
Hammond,  Maureen  Jacques,  Margaret  Mattraw,  and  Anne  Messina. 
These  girls  received  membership  cards  and  the  Society  pin. 

Congratulations  to  you  all! 

On  May  15,  Andy  Zigelis,  Vic  Battaglioli,  Claire  Oskar,  Jim  Valliere, 
and  Priscilla  Watts  helped  in  the  induction  of  new  members  into  the 
Methuen  chapter  of  the  National  Honor  Society.  Our  group  was  ac¬ 
companied  to  Methuen  by  Miss  Irene  Cook,  advisor  of  our  Society. 

A.  M. 


Photography  Club 

The  Photography  Club  has  enjoyed  a  very  busy  and  interesting 
year.  Its  members  have  taken  many  pictures  of  our  various  school 
activities. 
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Next  year  the  club  plans  to  make  a  1000  foot  colored  sound  film, 
depicting  an  average  year  at  N.A.H.S.  This  movie  will  be  used  as  a 
guide  for  freshmen  and  as  a  report  on  school  life  by  the  students  to  the 
community.  E.  R. 
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Science  Club 

The  Science  Club  has  had  a  very  productive  year.  Congratula¬ 
tions  to  David  Palmer  for  winning  a  first  prize  at  the  State  Science  Fair 
at  M.I.T.  with  his  rocket  display.  David  also  represented  Massachu¬ 
setts  and  North  Andover  High  School  at  the  New  England  Science  Ex¬ 
hibit,  on  May  9  and  10,  at  the  Boston  Museum  of  Science.  E.  R. 
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Debating  Club 

The  Debating  Club  has  concluded  a  very  successful  year.  Among 
many  other  topics,  it  has  debated  upon  the  following  subjects:  The 
Investigation,  by  the  Federal  Communications  Commission,  of  Televi¬ 
sion  Permits;  President  Eisenhower’s  State  of  the  Union  Message;  and 
Foreign  Aid. 

The  following  members  have  been  elected  to  serve  as  officers  for  the 
1958  -  1959  school  year:  president,  Ann  Batterbury;  vice-president, 
Margaret  Mattraw;  secretary,  Maureen  Jacques. 

Congratulations  to  all  of  you! 

It  has  been  voted  to  change  the  name  of  the  club  to  “Speech  and 
Debate  Club”  in  order  to  allow  for  a  greater  scope  of  activities. 

E.  R. 


Freshman  Class 


The  following  freshmen  were  admitted  to  the  National  Latin  Honor 
Society:  Peter  Battaglioli,  Dorothy  Beletsky,  Joyce  Berube,  Charlotte 
Byron,  Joanne  Campbell,  Carole  Jean  Campione,  Judith  Duda,  Elisa¬ 
beth  Kay,  Maureen  Laird,  Deborah  Morin,  Kathleen  Murphy,  Janet 
Stephenson,  and  Douglas  Wilson.  Congratulations  to  both  these  fresh¬ 
men  and  to  their  teachers,  Miss  Donlon  and  Miss  Consoli. 

Our  class  treasury  benefited  immensely  from  the  sale  of  tickets  for 
the  school  play,  “Our  Miss  Brooks”.  The  money  turned  in  by  fresh¬ 
men  amounted  to  one  hundred  thirty-eight  dollars,  of  which  our  class 
received  sixty-nine  dollars.  K.  M. 

Sophomore  Class 

Donna  Hammond,  Maureen  Jacques,  Margaret  Mattraw,  and  Joan 
Artimovich  were  recently  inducted  into  the  National  Honor  Society. 
This  is  a  very  high  honor,  as  only  those  sophomores  with  an  average  of 
90  in  all  their  subjects  are  eligible. 

The  National  Latin  Honor  Society  also  has  a  high  scholastic  stand¬ 
ard.  To  qualify,  a  90  average  must  be  maintained  from  September  to 
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April.  The  second  year  Latin  students  who  were  admitted  are  Shirley 
Frost,  Donna  Hammond,  Gerry  DeFusco,  Maureen  Jacques,  Sidne 
Lewis,  Margaret  Mattraw,  Ann  Perruccio,  Kathy  Roberts,  Richard 
Sibley,  Joseph  Trombly,  Beth  Veyette,  and  Marcia  Zigelis.  The  first 
year  members  from  the  sophomore  class  are  Margaret  Curtis,  Charlotte 
Hitchcock,  James  Madden,  Mildred  Minardi,  and  Rita  Carroll. 

Ellie  Stang,  Margaret  Curtis,  Gerry  DeFusco,  Sally  Drummey  and 
Linda  Crane  were  recently  chosen  cheerleaders.  Pat  Minihan  was 
named  as  a  substitute.  Donna  Hammond  will  continue  on  the  squad 
for  her  second  year. 

Ring  orders  have  already  been  placed  by  this  year’s  sophomore 
class,  and  the  class  is  looking  forward  to  receiving  their  rings  early  next 
fall.  G.  DeF. 

Senior  Class 

At  the  last  senior  class  meeting,  Ann  Marie  Barrett  and  Vic  Bat- 
taglioli  were  selected  to  write  the  Class  History;  Mary  Glennie  and 
John  Minihan  were  chosen  to  write  the  Class  Will;  and  Mary  Mahoney 
and  Larry  Colby  were  selected  to  write  the  Class  Prophecy.  We  are 
sure  they  will  all  do  a  fine  job! 

Andrew  Zigelis  was  chosen  as  the  Class  Orator.  He  will  give  an  ora¬ 
tion  at  graduation  on  the  motto,  “The  mould  of  a  man’s  future  is  in 
his  own  hands”. 

At  the  meeting,  the  seniors  agreed  to  donate  $100  to  the  yearbook 
fund,  $275  for  the  class  banquet,  $60  for  the  class  picnic,  and  $35  for 
the  prom. 

The  class  banquet  is  to  be  held  on  June  12th,  and  the  class  picnic  on 
June  17th. 

The  banquet  committee  includes  John  Minihan  and  Janet  Drum¬ 
mey,  co-chairmen,  Victor  Battaglioli,  Jo  Ellen  Robertson,  Andy  Zig¬ 
elis,  and  Claire  Oskar. 

The  picnic  committee  co-chairmen  are  Karin  Roebuck  and  Jay 
Burke.  The  committee  members  include  Bruce  Elliot,  Robin  Munroe, 
Martin  Smith,  James  Meyers,  John  Walker,  Eddie  McAloon,  Bill 
Murphy,  Margaret  Forgetta,  Stella  D’Agata,  Charlotte  Caron,  Carole 
Parker,  Priscilla  Watts,  Ann  Wild  and  Paula  Coates.  C.  P. 

Guess  Who?? 

This  cute  junior  miss  has  jet  black  hair  and  beautiful  dark  eyes.  She 
can  usually  be  found  with  Pat  Durand  or  Joyce  Foulds.  She  recently 
became  a  member  of  the  cheering  squad  and  we  are  confident  that  she 
will  do  a  fine  job.  Do  you  know  who  this  young  lady  is? 

See  page  29  for  the  answer.  C.  C. 


SPORTS 


GIRLS’  SPORTS 
Softball 

After  a  week  of  hard  practice,  Mrs.  Dimlich  picked  a  team  of  twenty- 
four  girls  to  comprise  the  North  Andover  softball  team.  The  girls  cho- 
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sen  were  Etta  Mae  Nadeau,  Margaret  Mattraw,  Charlotte  Byron, 
Judy  Twombly,  Ann  Perruccio,  Mary  Schruender,  Janice  Kasparian, 
Gilda  D’Agata,  Beverly  Donnelly,  Stella  D’Agata,  Pat  Casale,  Ann 
Marie  Arcari,  Martha  Foster,  Emily  Foster,  Olive  Gravel,  Pat  Mini- 
han,  Carole  Parker,  Norma  Pitman,  Earlene  Foster,  Beth  Veyette, 
Joyce  Stanganelli,  Marion  Thomson,  Maryann  Wainwright,  and  Ruth 
Pinaud.  The  managers  of  the  team  are  Barbara  Weingart,  Joni  Fraser, 
and  Joanne  Zemba.  At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  softball  squad,  Pat 
Casale  and  Stella  D’Agata  were  elected  co-captains  for  this  season. 

North  Andover  vs.  Woodbury 

North  Andover  led  in  the  scoring  in  this  game  in  almost  every  inn¬ 
ing  except  the  second.  In  the  last  half  of  the  fifth  inning,  however, 
Woodbury  managed  to  get  one  more  run  than  North  Andover.  It  held 
this  lead  to  the  end,  winning  the  game  by  a  score  of  12-11. 

North  Andover  vs.  Wilmington 
North  Andover  won  a  very  close  game  by  beating  Wilmington,  17- 

16. 


North  Andover  vs.  Billerica 

North  Andover  won  another  close  game  at  the  N.  A.  field.  The 
girls  beat  the  Billerica  nine  by  a  score  of  18-17. 

Co-Captains 

At  a  recent  meeting  held  in  the  girls’  locker  room,  co-captains  were 
elected  for  the  1958-1959  seasons  of  field  hockey  and  basketball. 
Barbara  Buchanan  and  Judy  McClung  were  elected  co-captains  of  the 
field  hockey  team.  Beverly  Donnelly  and  Martha  Foster  were  chosen 
as  co-captains  of  the  basketball  team  next  year. 

Congratulations,  girls!  A.W.  and  B.W. 

=0= 

BOYS’  SPORTS 
Baseball 

North  Andover  vs.  Burlington 

North  Andover’s  baseball  team  played  its  first  game  of  the  season 
against  Burlington.  Robin  Munroe,  team  captain,  provided  two  hits, 
enabling  N.  A.  to  win  4-3. 

North  Andover  vs.  Wilmington 

North  Andover  drubbed  the  Wilmington  nine  by  a  score  of  11-4. 
Robin  Munroe  scored  three  runs,  while  Alan  Foster,  John  Strobel  and 
Dick  Sanborn  provided  the  hitting  power. 

North  Andover  vs.  Woodbury 

The  North  Andover  nine  lost  its  first  game  of  the  season,  bowing 
to  Woodbury  2-1.  John  Chase  scored  the  lone  Knight  run. 
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North  Andover  vs.  Dracut 

The  Knights  whipped  Dracut  to  the  tune  of  10-6.  Alan  Foster, 
Robin  Munroe,  and  Bill  Murphy  teamed  up  to  score  seven  of  the  ten 
runs. 


North  Andover  vs.  Billerica 

Billerica  was  the  second  team  to  beat  North  Andover  this  season, 
winning  a  close  game  3-1.  Alan  Foster  was  the  only  Knight  to  cross 
home  plate. 

=£5= 

North  Andover  vs.  Tewksbury 

North  Andover’s  Scarlet  Knights  won  another  close  game,  beating 
Tewksbury  6-5.  Jack  Butler  and  Alan  Foster  each  got  two  hits,  enab¬ 
ling  North  Andover  to  emerge  victorious. 

North  Andover  vs.  Reading 

The  Reading  boys  whipped  North  Andover  to  the  tune  of  6-3. 
Mike  Byron,  Bill  Murphy,  and  Gil  Cardoza  scored  the  three  runs  for 
N.  A. 


*£5* 

North  Andover  vs.  Methuen 

North  Andover  took  great  pride  in  beating  Methuen,  Saturday 
afternoon,  May  10.  The  final  score  was  6-3.  Methuen  had  one  scoring 
inning,  the  first,  in  which  its  three  runs  crossed  the  plate.  Alan  Foster 
provided  four  big  hits  for  the  Knights. 

North  Andover  vs.  Dracut 

The  North  Andover  nine  swamped  Dracut,  11-1.  Six  Knight  runs 
came  in  the  first  two  innings.  The  one  Dracut  tally  came  in  the  first 
inning,  when  Dracut’s  Corler  scored. 

North  Andover  vs.  Woodbury 

This  game  wasn’t  any  run-away.  Mike  Byron  pitched  a  no-hitter. 
Woodbury  picked  up  all  of  its  runs  on  walks.  John  Chase,  Jack  Butler, 
and  John  Strobel  scored  the  three  N.  A.  runs. 


£=^*^=3 


Answer  to  “Guess  Who?”  -  Gilda  D’Agata 


30 


North  Andover  High-Lites 


North  Andover  vs.  Burlington 

Robin  Munroe  pitched  a  shut-out,  enabling  North  Andover  to  beat 
Burlington  9-0.  Mike  Byron,  John  Chase,  and  John  Strobel  combined 
to  record  seven  of  the  nine  runs. 

The  senior  manager  of  the  baseball  squad  this  year  has  been  J.  Mar¬ 
tin  Smith. 

TRACK 


Gloucester  Invitational 


Although  North  Andover  finished  fourth  in  this  annual  meet,  strong 
indications  of  a  potent  club  were  visible.  Andy  Zigelis,  undefeated  dur¬ 
ing  last  year’s  competition  in  the  shot  put,  took  this  event  in  the  invita¬ 
tional  with  a  toss  of  46  feet  \  inch,  North  Andover’s  only  win. 

Lawrence  -  North  Andover 

Little  ol’  North  Andover  swamped  the  big  city  boys  of  Lawrence 
High  at  our  own  stadium  before  a  large  Knight  following. 

Tom  Cotter  almost  cracked  the  broad  jump  mark  held  by  Luke  May 
with  a  leap  of  20  feet  i  inch.  Tom  also  took  the  220  yard  dash  as  he 
emerged  the  only  double  winner.  Lou  DiFruscio  took  the  880  in  a 
close-fought  battle  all  the  way.  Pitman  and  Elliot  proved  too  much  for 
Lawrence  in  the  high  jump.  Finally,  Andy  Zigelis  remained  undefeated 
as  he  easily  took  the  shot  put  event.  A.  Z.  and  V.  B. 


“Blue  and  White”  Tenney  High  School,  Methuen,  Mass. 

We  wish  to  congratulate  you  on  your  excellent  and  varied  publica¬ 
tion. 

Borrowed: 

How  sweet  the  girl, 

How  true,  how  brave, 

Who  can  kiss  her  beau 
When  he  needs  a  shave. 

“Burlington  High-Lites ,”  Burlington  High  School,  Burlington,  Mass. 

We  thoroughly  enjoyed  your  interesting  column,  “People  You  Know 
and  Like”. 
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“The  Howling  Gale,”  U.S.  Coast  Guard  Academy,  New  London,  Conn. 
Borrowed : 

Little  four  year  old  Nancy  was  walking  down  the  street  with 
her  father  when  a  friend  of  the  family  stopped  to  say  hello.  The 
friend  smiled  sympathetically  at  her  father. 

“She’s  not  very  p-r-e-t-t-y,  is  she?”  he  asked. 

Nancy  looked  up  at  him,  smiled,  and  said,  “No,  but  I’m 
pretty  darn  s-m-a-r-t!”  M.  P.  and  J.  R. 


As  a  sign  in  the  college  newspaper  office  reads:  “If  you  can  keep 
your  head  in  the  middle  of  this  confusion,  you  just  don’t  understand  the 
situation.” 

'» 

“Grandpa,  I’ll  bet  you’ve  seen  a  lot  in  your  day.” 

“No,  son,  not  so  much.  It’s  usually  over  by  the  time  I  find  my 
glasses.” 

A  traveling  man  walked  into  a  small  restaurant  one  morning  and  sat 
down  at  a  table. 

“Bring  me  two  eggs  fried  so  hard  they  are  edged  in  black  ,two  slices 
of  burnt  toast,  and  a  cup  of  cold  coffee.  Then  sit  down  and  nag  me. 
I’m  homesick.” 

“My  wife  and  I  had  a  bit  of  a  bother  last  night.  I  wanted  to  play 
bridge  and  she  wanted  to  go  to  the  pictures.” 

“Was  it  a  good  film?” 

We  know  a  teacher  who  thinks  a  classroom  clock  should  have  this 
sign  posted  on  it:  “Time  will  pass.  Will  you?” 

"‘If  you  put  three  ducks  into  a  crate,  what  would  you  have?” 

“I  don’t  know.  What?” 

“A  box  of  quackers.” 

Teacher:  “What  is  steam?” 

Student:  “Water  that  is  crazy  with  the  heat.” 

Mother:  “Sally,  what  have  you  been  studying  in  school?” 

Sally:  “Guzintas.” 

Mother:  “What  in  the  world  are  guzintas?” 

Sally:  “Oh,  you  know,  two  guzinta  six  three  times!” 

Customer:  “Waiter,  there’s  an  ant  in  my  soup.” 

Waiter:  “No,  sir,  that’s  a  vitamin  bee.” 
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Mother:  “Charles,  come  take  your  bath.” 

Charles:  “Do  I  have  to  take  a  bath?  I  was  in  hot  water  all  day  at 
school.” 

Son:  “What  is  meant  by  beastly  weather?” 

Father:  “When  it  rains  cats  and  dogs!” 

“What  was  your  score?”  asked  a  golfer. 

“Seventy-two,”  replied  the  beginner. 

“Why,  that’s  good.” 

“It’s  not  too  bad,  I  guess,  but  I  hope  I  do  better  on  the  second  hole.” 

Husband,  examing  can  wife  has  just  opened  for  dinner: 

“Ah!  Yum  yum!  Certified  coloring,  artificial  flavors,  potassium  ni¬ 
trate,  benzoate  of  soda,  and  monosodium  of  glutamate.” 

We  are  indebted  to  current  'periodicals  for  our  humor. 

Song  Titles 

“I’m  Walking  Behind  You”  by  J.  Edgar  Hoover. 

“Show  Me  the  Way  to  Go  Home”  by  John  Foster  Dulles. 

“I’ve  Got  You  Under  my  Skin”  by  Dr.  Jonas  Salk. 

“They  Can’t  Take  That  Away  from  Me”  by  Colonel  Abdul  Nassar. 
“Home  on  the  Range”  by  Betty  Crocker. 

“Everything  I  Have  Is  Yours”  by  Joe  Louis. 

“The  Things  We  Did  Last  Summer”  by  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers. 
“Brother,  Can  You  Spare  a  Dime”  by  George  Liberace. 

“Sh-Boom”  by  the  Atomic  Energy  Commission. 

“Heart  of  my  Heart”  by  Doctor  Paul  Dudly  White. 


Compliments  of 

Carl  J.  Berg  &  Joseph  D.  Caimi 


ASSOCIATED  FOLDING  BOX  CO. 


240  Canal  Street 


Lawrence,  Mass. 
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DEHULLU’S  MARKET 

Compliments  of 

□ 

NORWOODS 

SHOE  AND  CLOTHING 

60  UNION  STREET 

NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

87  Main  Street  North  Andover 

Tels.  MU  3-2787  -  3-2788 

Tel.  Lawrence  MU  2-6662 

Longbottom's  Market 

•  .  4 

GEO.  LORD  8c  SON 

“GOOD  THINGS  TO  EAT” 

Established  1869 

“FOR  BETTER  SHOES  and  SERVICE” 

Tels.  MU  6-6188  -  6-6189  -  6-6180 

445  Essex  Street 

184  Main  Street  North  Andover 

Lawrence,  Mass. 

Lawrence  Rubber  Co. 

SCHOOL  SWEATERS 
SPORTING  GOODS 

SPORT  CLOTHING 
MOCCASINS 

RUBBER  FOOTWEAR 

VERAS 

CARD  &  GIFT  SHOP 

137  Main  Street 

464  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

North  Andover,  Mass. 

J.  F.  BYRON 

5c  TO  $1.00  STORE 

65-67  MAIN  STREET 

NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

flood.  (Oi&hsA. 

pwm. 

Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 

JhsL  (flaAA.  off  58 

Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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R.  GEORGE  CARON 

FUNERAL  HOME 
Non-Sectarian 

30  Main  Street  North  Andover 

Tel.  MU  5-5732 


TROMBLY  BROS. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE 

Harold  W.  Trombly,  Prop. 

EXPERT  LUBRICATION 
IGNITION,  CARBURETOR  AND 
BRAKE  REPAIR 

Oil  Burner  Sales  and  Service 

Range  and  Fuels — Wholesale  and  Retail 

Sutton  St.  Tel.  MU  3-1031  No.  Andover 


Compliments  of 

BOB  Qc  MARY  BURKE 

REALTORS 

14  Chickering  Road  Tel.  MU  2-2416 

Complete  Equipment  for  Every  Sport 

WHITWORTHS 

RUBBER  AND  SPORTING  GOODS 
STORE 

581  Essex  Street  Lawrence 


Don’t  Trust  to  Luck  —  Do  Business 
with  a  Reputable  Company 

EDDIES 

AMOCO  SERVICE 

79  Chickering  Rd.,  No.  Andover,  Mass. 
Tel.  MU  9-9735  E.  J.  Marsan,  Prop. 


CASHMANS 

SERVICE  STATION 

Raymond  Cashman,  Prop. 

GAS,  OIL,  BATTERIES,  TIRES 
TUBES  AND  ACCESSORIES 

Sutton  Street  North  Andover 

MAC  S  GENERAL  STORE 

PAPERS  —  CANDY  —  ICE  CREAM 
GROCERIES  —  GREETING  CARDS 
FROZEN  FOODS 

7  Johnson  St., Tel.  MU  3-0697  No.  Andover 


For  Quality  Clothes  for  Men  and  Boys 
Since  1880 

COME  TO 

MACARTNEYS 

Andover  Lawrence  Haverhill 

LAMEY  -  WELLEHAN 

Successors  to  D.  D.  Mahony  &  Sons 

SHOES  AND  HOSIERY 
FOR 

EVERY  OCCASION 

331  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Maas. 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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HOLLINS’  SUPER  SERVICE 

FRANK’S  ATLANTIC 

GASOLINE  AND  OILS 

SERVICE 

Odelle  F.  Cashman,  Prop. 

High  Pressure  Lubrication  -  Tires 

Range  and  Fuel  Oils 

GAS  -  OIL  -  BATTERIES 

Dial  MU  2-8604  50  Massachusetts  Ave. 
No.  Andover,  Mass. 

TIRES  -  TUBES  -  ACCESSORIES 

4  Main  Street  Tel.  MU  7-7373 

‘aouajAvnq  xassg  999 

ZUBER  CHOATE  CO. 

uvjj  jdOpnff  ludiudauoj  xuq  dsfi 

The  Home  of 

BOTANY  500  CLOTHES  FOR  MEN 

ONIHXOTO  S.N3PI 

559  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

ANVJ.SI8  V  *S 

Compliments  of 

o*  3UJ03  o*  no^  Xbj  *1  ^upji^ 

pue  X^ijBnQ  pooQ  ajBiaajddy  no^  jj 

T.  J.  BUCKLEY  CO. 

LANGFORD’S  SEAFOODS 

BETTER  FURNITURE  FOR  YOUR 

DOLLAR 

Ocean  Fresh  Fish 

229  So.  Union  St.  Tel.  MU  2-3791 

Branch  Store — 104a  So.  Broadway 

Save  with  Lower  Cost  -  Quality  Service 

□ 

284  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

J.  W.  HERON 

ZENITH  and 

R.C.A.  RADIO  and  TELEVISION 

93  Water  Street  No.  Andover 

Compliments  of 

JOSEPH  ROBERTS’ 
BARBER  SHOP 

NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

BUNNY'S 

RESTAURANT  &  CATERING  SERVICE,  INC. 

Kenneth  &  Charles  Dobson 
“Caterers  of  Distinction ” 

70  Winthrop  Avenue  Telephone  MU  6-4323  Lawrence,  Mass. 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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“YOU’LL  FIND  IT  ALL  AT  TREAT’S” 

Everything  in  the  Line  of  Sports 

TREAT  HARDWARE  CORP. 

582  ESSEX  STREET  Dial  MU  5-5115  25  BROADWAY 

Lawrence,  Massachusetts 

“The  House  That  Stands  for  Quality” 


Compliments  of 

TURNPIKE 

FRED  HILTON 

MOTOR  SALES 

FOR  BEST  USED  CARS 

RANGE  AND  FUEL  OIL 

At  Lowest  Prices 

EXPERT  LUBRICATION 

See 

Cor.  Salem  and  So.  Union  Streets 

Punky  Saul  or  Ed  Saul 

South  Lawrence 

1705  Turnpike  St.  North  Andover 

SERVING  THE  COMMUNITY  SINCE  1814 

MERRIMACK  VALLEY  NATIONAL  BANK 


COMPLETE  BANKING  FACILITIES  AT  ALL  OFFICES 
Andover  •  Georgetown  •  Haverhill  •  Merrimack  •  North  Andover 

MEMBER  F.  D.  I.  C. 


ARLINGTON  TRUST  COMPANY 

FIVE  CONVENIENT  OFFICES 

305  Essex  Street  •  348  Jackson  Street  •  9  Broadway 

1  Winthrop  Avenue,  Corner  of  Andover  Street 
Lawrence,  Massachusetts 

149  Main  Street  •  North  Andover,  Massachusetts 
COMPLETE  BANKING  SERVICES 

MEMBER  OF  FEDERAL  DEPOSIT  INSURANCE  CORPORATION 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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TAYLOR  SHOP 

GREAT  POND  AGENCY 

“SOURCE  OF  SERVICE” 

□ 

INSURANCE  —  REAL  ESTATE 

151  Main  Street 

398  ESSEX  STREET 

Tel.  MU  7-7620 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

Harry  R.  Dow  III,  Mgr. 

S.  A.  DiMauro,  Realtor 

NO.  ANDOVER  SERVICENTER 

Repairs  —  Accessories  —  Complete  Servicing 

77  MAIN  STREET  NO.  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Tel.  Lawrence  MU  3-5577  S  &  H  Green  Stamps 

A.  Temple — Proprietors — G.  Church 


JOE  S  DINER 

“GOOD  FOOD  SERVED  HERE” 
Tel.  MUrdock  3-4352  Route  125 
Joe  Faro,  Prop.*  North  Andover,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


MUrdock  3-3177 

RUSSEM'S 


SMART  APPAREL 
For  All  Ages  and  All  Occasions 


FRED  PAPPALARDO 


Charge  Accounts  Solicited 


Fancy  Groceries  and  Fruit 


Essex  Street 


Lawrence 


GREATER  LAWRENCE 
NEW  CAR  DEALERS 
ASSOCIATION,  INC 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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Compliments  of 

MESSINA'S  MARKET 


156  SUTTON  STREET 
NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


NORTH  ANDOVER  HARDWARE 

55  Massachusetts  Avenue 

North  Andover  Massachusetts 

Tel.  MU  8-7558 

ELFRIEDE’S  BEAUTY 
SHOPPE 

Phone:  MUrdock  3-2279 

62  Main  Street 

North  Andover,  Mass. 

THE 

CONNIE’S  VARIETY 

JAMES  P.  HAINSWORTH 
INSURANCE  AGENCY 

150  Main  Street  North  Andover 

49  Massachusetts  Avenue 

North  Andover,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

JOHN  R.  HOSKING 

Finneran’s  Drug  Store 

STATIONER 

Milton  Bradley  School  Supplies 

□ 

230  Essex  St.  Tel.  MU  7-7929  Lawrence 

Compliments  of 

129  Main  Street 

North  Andover 

LEGARES  MARKET 

QUALITY  MEATS 
and 

FANCY  GROCERIES 

SUTTON'S  MILL 

Manufacturers  of 

WOOLEN  GOODS 
FOR  WOMEN’S  APPAREL 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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Compliments  of 

GLENNIE'S  DAIRY 

□  □□ 


A  Part  of  Your  Community  Since  1890 


□□□ 


198  MASS.  AVENUE  NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


PHELAN'S 

FLAVORLAND 

□ 

85  Main  Street  North  Andover 


ELITE  PHARMACY 

Joseph  Campione,  Reg.  Ph. 

Our  Pharmacy  is  Your  Family’s 
Beauty,  Health  and  Prescription 
Center 

220  Middlesex  St.,  No.  Andover,  Mass 
Tel.  MU  3-3979 


Woody's  Restaurant 

FEATURING 

All  Kinds  of  Sandwiches 
Regular  Meals  Served  Daily 

Open  7-12  Tel.  MU  2-6991 

Try  some  of  our  FRIED  FISH  served 
with  French  Fries 

We  Specialize  in  orders  put  up  to  take  out 

Chickering  Road,  North  Andover 
Telephone  MU  3-2216 

SCHRUENDER 

REAL  ESTATE  AGENCY 

77  Cliicker’ng  Road 
North  Andover,  Mass. 

George  H.  Schruender,  Realtor 
Marguerite  Sullivan  Schruender 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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MANHATTAN  MARKET 

•J.  Brand,  Prop. 

ANDREW  F.  COFFIN 

INSURANCE 

Groceries,  Meats  and  Provisions 

Real  Estate  -  Notary  Public 

Fruits  and  Vegetables 

Phone  MU  3-2104 

69  Main  Street,  North  Andover,  Mass. 

Telephones 

121^  Marblehead  Street,  No.  Andover 

Office  MU  8-4074  Home— MU  2-7338 

THE  FURNITURE  BARN 

MEAGANS 

REXALL  DRUG  STORE 

FINE  FURNITURE 

F.  J.  Burgess  and  W.  A.  Hall 

AT  LOW  PRICES 

Reg.  Ph. 

Tel.  MU  2-8138 

Wilson’s  Corner  North  Andover 

48  Water  Street  North  Andover 

MICHAEL  J.  SULLIVAN,  INC. 

COMPLETE  HOUSE  FURNISHERS 

218-226  ESSEX  STREET  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


TTlsJod^  JjansL 

ALL  THE  LATEST  “POP”  RECORDS 

WEINER'S  INC 

E.  P.’s  and  L.  P.’s 

Fine  Furs 

Record  Players  and  Accessories 

HI  -  FI’S 

WEINER’S  CAMERA  SHOP 

Cameras,  Film  &  Photo  Supplies 

276  Essex  Street  •  Lawrence,  Mass. 

65  Main  Street  •  North  Andover 

Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 


State  a#  the 
VybwvmjaxJi  Vailay” 

Locally  Owned  —  Locally  Operated 


EVERYTHING  FOR  FAMILY  &  HOME! 


309  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


TEL.  MU  3-7173 


VAL'S  RESTAURANT 


Orders  Put  Up  to  Take  Out 

Sandwiches  and  Coffee  for  Private  Parties  —  We’ll  Deliver 
91  Main  Street  Tel.  MU  2-6716  North  Andover,  Mass* 


THE  BOYNTON  PRESS,  INC. 

COMMERCIAL  PRINTING  •  RAISED  PRINTING 

51  Merrimack  Street  MU  2-9866  Lawrence,  Mass. 


PINAUD'S  SIGNS 

59  Maple  Avenue,  North  Andover,  Massachusetts 
COMMERCIAL  ARTIST  *  SIGN  PAINTING 

Telephone  MUrdock  7-7371 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 


Compliments  of 


THE  ANDOVER  SAVINGS  BANK 

ANDOVER  NORTH  ANDOVER  METHUEN 


DAVIS  &  FURBER  MACHINE  CO. 


□ 


NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 


